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Virgin Martin 



Aftus primus. Scene i. 



Enter ThfophUm, Harpax. 



Thtoph. /~^ Ome to Cafarea to night t 
Harpax. V__^MoIl true Sir. 

Tkeophiiui. The Emperour in perioii t 

Harpax. Do I live J 

Th^. 'Tis wondrous (Iraogt; the marches of great 
Princes, 
Like to the motions of prodigious Meteors, 
Are ftep by (lep obferv'd ; and loud longu'il Fame 
The harbinger to prepare Iheir entertainment : 
And were it poflible fo great an army, 
Though cover'd with the night, could be fo near ; 
The Govemour cannot be fo unfriended 
Among the many that attend his perion, 
But by fome fecret means, he fliould have notice 
Of Ctefars purpofe in this ; then excufe me 
If I appear incredulous. 




6 The Vir^n Martir. 

Harpax. At your pleafure. 

Theoph. Vet when I call to mind you never 
fail'd me 
In things more difficult, but have difcovered 
Deeds that were done thoufand leagues diflant 

When neither Woods, nor Caves, nor fecrct Vaults, 
No nor the power they ferve, could keep thefe 

Cliril\ians 
Or from my reach or punifhment, but thy Magick 
Still laid them open ; I begin again 
To be as confident as heretofore. 
It is not poffible thy powerfull art 
Should meet a check, or fail 

Enter a Priejl with the image of lupiter, Califte, 
Chrifteta. 

Harp. Look on thefe vellals. 
The holy pledges that the Gods have giv'n you, 
Your chall fair daughters. Wer't not to upbraid 
A fervice to a Mailer not unthankfuU, 
I could fay this, in fpite of your prevention, 
Seduc'd by an imagin'd faith, not reafon, 
(Which is the (Irengtb of Nature) quite forfaking 
The Gentile gods, had yielded up themfelves 
To this new found Religion. This I crofs'd, 
Difcover'd their intentions, taught you to ufe 
With gentle words and mild perfwafions, 
The power and the authority of a father. 
Set off with cruel threats, and fo reclaim'd them : 
And whereas tbey with torments fliould have dy'd, 
(Heis furies to me had they undergone it) afide. 

They are now votaries in great lupiiers temple, 
And by his Priefl. inftmfted, grown familiar 
With all the MyHeries, nay, the moil abllrufe ones 
Belonging to his Deity. 

Thcoph. 'Twas a benefit 
For which 1 ever owe you. Hayl loves Jtameit : 
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Have thefe my daughters reconcil'd themfelves 
(Abandoning for ever the Chriftian way) 
To your opinion I 

Priefi. And are conflant in it : 
They teach their teachers with their depth of judge- 
ment ; 
And are with arguments able to convert 
The enemies to our gods, and anfwer all 
They can objeifl againil us. 

Theoph. My dear daughters. 

Calijle. We dare difpute againft this new fprung 

fea 

In private or in publick. 

Har. My bea Lady. 
Perfever in it, 

Ckrijlda. And what we maintain, 
We wil! feal with our bloods. 

Harp. Brave refolution : 
I ev'n grow fal to fee my labors profper. 

Thioph. I young again : to your devotions, 

Har. Do 

My prayers be prefent with you. Exeunt Prkfl and 

Tlteoph. Oh my Harpax. daughters. 

Thou engine of ray withes, thou that He eld' ft 
My bloody refolutions, thou that arm'il 
My eyes 'gainft womanifh tears and foft compalTion, 
InAruaing me without a figh to look on 
Babes torn by violence from their mothers breads 
To feed the fire, and with them make one fiame : 
Old men as beafts, in beafls skins torn by dogs : 
Virgins and matrons tire the executioners. 
Yet I unfa tis lied think their torments eafte- 

Ifta: And in that, jull, not cruell. 

T^ea. Were all fcepters 
That grace the hands of kings made into one, 
And offered me, all Crowns laid at my feet, 
I would contemn tliem all, thus fpit at them, 
So I to alt pollerities might be cal'd 
The llrongell champion of the Pagan gods, 
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And rooter out of Chriilians. 

Har. Oh mine own, 
Mine own dear Lord, to further this great work 
I ever live thy (lave. 

Enter Sapritius and Sanpronsin. 

Thee. No more, the Govemoar, 

Sapr. Keep the Ports dote, and let the guards be 
doubl'd, 
Difarm the Chriflians, call it death in any 
To wear a fword, or in his houfe to have one. 

Semp. I (hall be carefull Sir. 

Sap. It will well become you. 
Such as reftife to offer facrifice 
To any of our gods, put to the torture, 
Grub up this growing mifchief by the roots ; 
And know, when we are mercifull to them. 
We to our felves are cruel 1. 

Semp. You pour oil 
On lire that bums already at the height. 
I know the Emperours Edi^ and my charge, 
And they fhall find no iavour. 

Theop. My good Lord, 
This care is timely, for the entertainment 
Of our great mafler, who this night in perfon 
Comes here to thank you. 

Sap. Who, the Emperour 1 

Har. To clear your doubts, he does return in 
triumph, 
Kings lackying by his triumphant Chariot ; 
And in this glorious vidlory, my Lord, 
Vou have an ample fhare ; for know your fon, 
The ne're enough commended Anloninns, 
So well hath flefhd his maiden fword, and dy'd 
His fnowy Plumes lo deep in enemies blood, 
That befides publick grace beyond his hopes, 
There are rewards propounded. 

Sap. I would know 
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No mean in thine, could this be trtic. 

Hot, My head anfwer the forfeii, 

5ig». Of his viiflory 
There was (ome rumour, but it was afsured. 
The aimy pafs'd a hill dayes journey higher 
Into the Country. 

Har. It was (o determin'd ; 
But for the further honor of your fon, 
And to obfer\-e the government of the City, 
And with what rigour, or remifs indulgence 
The Chrifiians are purfu'd, he makes his (lay here : 
For proof, his Trumpets fpeak his near arrivall. 

Trumpets afar gf, 

Saf. Hafte good Semprmius, draw up our guards, 
And with all ceremonious pomp receive 
The conquering army. Lei our garrifon f|aeak 
Their welcome in loud fhouts, the City fliew 
Her Slate and Wealth. 

Semp. I am gone. Exit Sempronius. 

Saprifius. O I am ravifh'd 
With this great honour ! cherifh good TheophUus 
This knowing fchoUer, fend your fair daughters, 
I will prefent them to the Emperour, 
And in their fweet converiion, as a mirror, 
Eqirels your zeal and duty, A Itffen of Cornets, 

TheepA. Fetch them, good Harpax. 

A guard brought in hy Sempronius, fotildiers lead- 
ing in thru Kings bound, Antoninus, and Ma- 
crinus carrying the Emperors Eag/cs, DiocIeGan 
•with a gui/l laurel on his head, leading in 
Artemia. Sapritius kijfes the Emperors hand, 
then embraces his fon, Harpax brings in Califle 
and Chrifleta, loud /houts. 

Diccle. So, at all parts I find Cafarea 
Compleatly govem'd, the licentious fouldier 
Confin'd in modell Umits, and the people 



i Sap. 

^^H If you] 
^^^ To (ho 
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Taught to obey, and not compeld with rigour ; 

The ancient Roman dirdpline reviv'd, 

(Which rais'd Rome to her greatnefTe, and proclaim'd 

her 
The glorious Miilrefie of the conquer'd worid ;) 
But above all, the fervice of the gods 
So zealouily obferv'd, that (good Sapritius) 
In words to thank you for your care and duty, 
Were much unworthy Dioclefians honour, 
Or his magnificence to hts loyal fervanls. 
Bui I (hall find a time with noble titles 
To recom pence your merits. 

Sap. Mightiea Ciefar,- 
Whofe power upon this globe of earth, is equal 
To loves in heaven ; whofe viiflorious triumphs 
On proud rebellious Kings that ilir againll it. 
Are perfe£l figures of his immortal trophees 
Won in the Gyants war ; whofe conquering fword 
Ciuided by his (Irong arm, as deadly kila 
As did his thunder ; all that I have done, 
Or if my (Irength were centupl'd could do, 
Comes lliort of what my loyalty mull challenge. 
But if in any thing I have deferv'd 
Great Cafiirs fmile, 'tis in my humble care 
Still to preferve the honour of thofe gods) 
That make him what he is : my zeal to them 
I ever have ejtpreffed in my fell hate 
AgainU the Chriftian fedl, that with one blow, 
Afcribing all things to an unknown power ; 
Would /Irike down all their temples, and allows them ] 
Nor facrifice nor altars. 

Dio(!. Thou in this 
Walk'll hand in hand with me, my will and power 
Shall not alone confirm, but honour all 
That are in this moft forward. 

S^. Sacred Ca/ar, 
your imperial Majelly (land pleas'd 
(howre your favours upon fuch as a: 
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TTie boldeft champions of our religion ; 
Look on this reverend man, to whom the power 
Of fearching out, and punilhing fuch delinquents, 
Was by your choife committed ; and for proot 
He hath defen-'d the grace impos'd upon him, 
And with a fair and even hand proceeded, 
Partial to none, not to himfelf, or thofe 
Of equall neamcffe to himfelf, behold 
This pair of Virgins, 

Dioc What are thefe 1 

Sap. His Daughters. 

Ari. Now by your facred fortune, they are fdr 
ones; 
Exceeding fair ones : would 't were in my power 
To make them mine. 

Theo. They are the gods, great I-.ady, 
They were moll happy in your fervice elfe : 
On thefe (when they fell from their fathers faith) 
1 us'd a Judges power, intreaties failing 
(They being feduc'd) to win them to adore 
The holy powers we worlhip ; I put on 
The fcarlet robe of bold authority : 
And as they had been Ilrangers to my blood, 
PieJented them (in the mod horrid form) 
AH kind of tortures, part of which they fuffcred 
With Roman conftancy. 

Ari. And could you endure, 
Being a father, to behold their limbs 
Extended on the Rack ) 

TTtto. I did ; but muft 
Confeffe there was a (Irange contention in me. 
Between the impartial ofRjce of a Judge, 
And pillie of a Father ; to help Jullice 
Religion dept in, under which ods 
Corapafiion fell : yet ftill I was a Father ; 
For even then, when the flinty hangmans whips 
Were worn with ftripes, fpeni on their tender limbs, 
I kneei'd, and wept, and begg'd them, though they 
would 
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Be duel to themfelves, they would take pUty 
On my gray hairs. Now note a fuddcn change. 
Which I with joy remember, thofe whom torture, 
Nor fear of death could terrifie, were orecome 
By feeing of my fufferings ; and fo won. 
Returning to the faith that they were bom in, 
I gave them to the gods : and be aitur'd, 
I that us'd jailice with a rigorous hand 
Upon fuch beauteous virgins, and mine own, 
Will life no favour where the caufe commands me, 
To any other ; but as rocks be deaf 
To all intreaties. 

Diocl. Thou deferv'a thy place, 
Stili hold it, and with honour. Things thus ordered 
Touching the gods, tis lawful! to defcend 
To human cares, and exercife that power 
Heaven has confer'd upon me ; which that you, 
Rebels and traytors to the power of Morne, 
Should not with all extremities undergoe. 
What can you urge lo qualifie yoiu- crimes, 
Or mitigate my anger ) 

Epire. We are now 
Slaves to thy power, that yederday were Kings, 
And had command ore others ; we confeffe 
Our Grandfires paid yours tribute, yet left us. 
As their forelathers had, defire of freedom. 
And if yovi Romans hold it glorious honour, 
Not onejy to defend what is your own, 
Btil to enlarge your Empire, (though our fortune 
Denies that happineffe,) who can accufe 
The famiflid mouth if it attempt to feed ; 
Or fuch whofe fettters eat into their lieedomes, 
If they defire to (hake them off. 

Pmtus. We Aand 
The lafl e.tamples to prove how uncertain 
All humane happineffe is, and are prepar'd 
To endure the worfl. 

Miuaion. That fpoke which now is highefl 
In Fortunes wheel, muft, when (he turns it next. 
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Decline as low as we are. This confider'd, 

Taught the Egyptian Heratles Scjojb-u 

{That had his Chariot drawn by captive Kings) 

To free them from that flavery ; but to hope 

Such tnercy from 3 Roman, were meer madnefs : 

We are ferailiar with what cruelty 

Rome, fince her infant greatnefs, ever us'd 

Sudi as Ihe triumph'd over ; age nor fex 

Exempted from her tyranny ; fcepter'd Princes 

Kept in your common Dungeons, and their children 

In fconi train'd up in bafe Mechanick arts 

For publick bondmen : in the catalogue 

Of thofe imforliinate men, we expecl to have 

Our names rem em bred. 

DiMie. In all growing Empires 
Ev'n cruelty is ufefull ; fome mull fuffer, 
And be let up examples to ftrike terror 
In others, though far off: but when a State 
Is rais'd lo her perfeiflion, and her Bafes 
Too firm lo (hrink, or yeeld, we may ufe mercy, 
And do't with fafely, but to whom ) Not cowards, 
Or ftich whofe bafenelVe fliames the Conqueror, 
And robs him of his vidlory, as weak Ftrfeus 
Did great ^miiius. Know therefore, Kings 
Of Epire, Fiiritus, and of Matedon, 
Tljat I with courtefie can ufe my Prifoners 
As well as make them mine by force, provided 
That they are noble enemies : fuch I found you 
Before I made you mine ; and fince you were fo. 
Yon have not loU the courages of Princes, 
Although the Fortune ; had you borne your felves 
Deje<n.edly, and bafe, no llavery 
Had been too cafie for you : but fuch is 
The power of noble valour, that we love it 
Ev'n in our enemies, and taken with it, 
Defire to make them friends, as I will you. 

Epire. Mock us not Citfar. 

Dioclt. By the Gods I do not. 
Unloofe their bonds, 1 now as hriendE embrace you, 




oeUfiaii, and the power of Rol 

Epire. All Kingdomes fall beforl 

Pan. And all Kings 
Contend to honour Ccefar. 

Diode. I believe 
Your tongues are the true Trumpets I 
And in it I moll happy. Qut 
Imperious fortune, mixe fome light dil 
With my fo many joyes to feafou therl 
And give them fweeter relilh ; I a 
With tnic felicity, failhfull fubjeas herl 
Here bold Commanders, here with nei^ 
But what's the Crown of all, in thet 
My only child, whofe love to me and d) 
Strive to exceed each other. 

Ar. ' I make payment 
But of a debt which I (land bound to t 
As a daughter and a fubjetl. 

Diode. Which requires yet 
A retribution from me Artemia ; 
Ty'd by a fathers care how to beftow 
A jewel of all things to me moil pretiw 
Nor will I therefore longer keep thee fh 
The chief joyes of creation, marriage ril 
Which that thou raayft with greater plea 
Thou (halt not like with mine eyes but ' 
Amongft thefe Kings, forgetti ng thcy_ 
Or thrfp rMnmnKriiu 
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To match where they affeiSl not : may my life 
Deferve this favour. 

DiocU Speak, 1 long to know 
The man thou wilt make happy. 

Artan. If that titles. 
Or the adored name of Queen could take me. 
Here would I fixe min eyes and look no farther. 
But thefe are baits to take a mean bom Lady, 
Not her that boldly may call Cafar father, 
In that I can bring honour unto any, 
But from no King that Uves receive addition ; 
To raife defert and virtue by my fortune. 
Though in a tow eflatc, were greater glory, 

en to mix greatnefle with a Prince, that owes 
No worth but that name oncly. 

Dioclt. I commend thee, 
Tis like thy felfe. 

Artan. If then of men beneath me 
My choice is to be made, where flial! I feek. 
But among thofe that beil deferve from you 1 
That have ferv'd you moil faithfully, that in dangers 
Have (lood next to you, that have interpos'd 
Their brefls, as Ihields of proof to dull the fwords 
Aim'd at your bofome, that have fpeni their bloud 
To crown your brows with Lawrell. 

Mairiaus. Cither ea 
Great Queen of love be now propitious to me, 

Har. Now mark what I foretold. 

Anion. Her eyes on me, 
Fair Vmui fon, draw forth a leaden dart, 
And that Ihe may hate me, transfix her with it ; 
Or, if thou needs wilt ufe a golden one. 
Shoot in ilie behalf of any other ; 
Thou know*!! I am thy votary elfe where. 

Arte. Sir. 

Thtoph. How he bluihes ! 

Sap, Welcome, foole, thy fortune, 
Stand like a block when fuch an Angell courts thee. 

Arttm. I am no objeifl to diucrt your eye 
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From the beholding, 

Anton. Ralher a bright Sun 
Too glorious for him to gaze vpon 
That took not firfl. flight from the Eagles aciry. 
As I look on the temples, or the gods, 
And with that reuerence, Lady, I behold you, 
And thall do euer. 

Arlern. And it will become you 
While thus we Hand at diilance; but if loue 
(Loue born out of the afliirance of your virtues) 
Teach me to (loop fo low. 

Anton. Or rather take 
A higher flight. 

Artem. Why fear you to be rais'd % 
Say I put off tiie dreadfuU awe that waits 
On Majefty, and with you fhare my beams. 
Hay make you to outfhine me, change the name 
Of Subjert into Lord ; rob you of feruice 
Thats due from you to me, and in me make it 
Duty to honour you, would you refufe me % 

Ant. Refufe you, Madam, fuch a worm as I am, 
Kefiife what Kings upon their knees would fue foil 
Call it great T-ady, by another name, 
An humble modefty, that would not match 
A Molehill with Olimpus. 

Artem. He that's famous 
For honourable aflions in the war. 
As you are, Antoninus, a prov'd fouldier 
Is fellow to a King. 

Anton. If you love valour, 
As 't is a Kingly venue, feek it out. 
And cherifh it in a King, there it fliines brighteft, 
And yeelds the bravefl luflre. Look on Epin, 
A Prince, in whom it is incorporate, 
And let it not difgrace him that he was 
Orecome by Ciefar ; it was a vjiSlory 
To fland fo long againfl him : had you feen him. 
How in one bloody fcene he did difcharge 
The parts of a Commander and a fouldier, 
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Wife in dlre^ion, bold in execution ; 

You would have faid, great Cafan lelf excepted, 

The world yeelds not his equaJl. 

Artan. Yel I have heard, 
Encountring him alone in the head of his troop, 
You took him prifoner. 

Bpire. 'Tis a troth great Princefle, 
I'le not detratl from valour. 

Ante. "T was meer fortune, courage had no hand 
in it 

Theflpk, Did ever man 
Strive fo again ft his own good. 

Sap. Spiritlefle villain, 
How I am tortur'd, by the immortall gods 
I now could kill him. 

Diodt. .Hold Sapritita, hold, 
On our difpleafure hold. 

Har. Why this would make 
A lather mad, 'tis not to be endur'd, 
Your honours tainted in it 

Sap. By heaven it is .- 
I (hall think of 't 

Harp. T is not to be forgotten. 

Artem. Nay kneel not fir, I am no raviJTier, 
Not fo far gone in fond afre(fl,ion to you. 
But that I can retire my honour fafe. 
Yet fay hereafter, that thou hail neglefled 
What but feen in poffelTion of another. 
Will run thee mad ii-ith envy. 

Anten. In her looks 
Revenge is written. 

Mai. As you love your life lludy to appeafe her. 

Anto. Gracious Madam hear me. 

Arte. And be again rcfua'd ? 

Anto. The tender of 
My life, my fervice, not, fince you vouchfafe it, 
My love, my heart, my all, and pardon me : 
Piirdon dread Princeffe that I made fome fcruple 
To leave a valley of fecurity, 
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To mount up to the hill of Maieily, 
On which, the nearer Io-"e the nearer lightening. 
What knew I, but your grace made trial of me 1 
Durfl I prefume to embrace, where but lo touch 
With an unmannered hand, was death ? The Fox 
^Vhen he faw firll the Forrefts King, the Lion, 
Was almoll dead with fear, the fecond view 
Ooely a little danted hira, the third 
He duril falute him boldly : pray you apply this, 
And you (hull find a little time will teach me 
To look with more familiar eyes upon you. 
Then duty yet allows me. 
Sap. Well excus'd. 
Arle. Vou may redeem all yet. 
Diocle. And that he may 

Have means and opportunity to do fo, 

Artania I leave you my fubflitute ' 

In fair Cafarm. 

Sap. And here as your felf 

We will obey and ferve her. 
Dhcl. Anioninus 

So you prove hers, I widi no other heir. 

Think on't ; be carefiil of your charge TheophUus ; 

Safrih'us be you my daughters guardian. 

Your company I with, confederate Princes, 

In our Dalmatian wars, which finifhed 

With vii^ory I hope, and Maximiniis 

Our brother and copartner in the Empire, 

.At my requell won to confirm as much, 

The Kingdomes I took from you wee'l rellore, 

And make you greater then you were before. 

Exeunt emnes, manmt Antoninus and Macrinus. 

Antoninus, Macrinus. 
Anto. Oh I am loft for ever, loll Macrinus. 
The anchor of the wretched, hope forfalces me, 
And with one blafl, of fortune all my light 
Of happineffe is put out. 
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Maerin. Vou are like to thole 
That are lU ondy, caufe [hey are too well, 
That furfeiting in the exceiTe of bleffings, 
Call their abundance want : what could you wilh, 
That is not fain upon you 1 honour, greatncffe, 
Refpei\ wealth, Tavour, the whole world for a dowre, 
And with a Princefle, whofe excelling form 
Exceeds her fortune. 

Anion. Yet iioyfoii dill is poyfon 
Though drunk Ju gold, and all thefe flallering glories 
To me, ready to flarve, a painted banquet, 
And no elTential food : when I am fcoreh'd 
M^th fire, can flames in any other quench me t 
What is her love to me, Greatnefs, or Empire, 
That am Have to another, who alone 
Can give me eafe or freedome J 

Mair. Sir, you point at 
Tour dotage on the fcornfull Dorothea ; 
Is flic (though fair) the fame day to be nam'd 
Wilh befl Arltmia 9 In all their courfes. 
Wife men propofe their ends ; with fwect ArUmia 
There comes along pleafure, fecurity, 
Ufher'd by all that in this life is precious : 
With DwolAfa (though her birth be noble, 
TTie Daughter to a Senator of Rome, 
By him left rich, yet with a private wealth, 
And for inferiour to yours) arrives 
The Emperouis frown (which, like a mortal plague. 
Speaks death is near ;) the Princels heavy fcom. 
Under which you will Ihrink ; your fathers fury, 
Which to refill even piety forbids ; 
And but remember, that ftie (lands fufpecled 
A favourer of the Chridian feet, (he brings 
Not danger, but allured deftrudlion wilh her. 
This truly weigh'd, one fmile of great Artemia 
Is to be cherilht, and preferr'd before 
All joys in Dorothea \ therefore leave her. 

Anttfit. In-what thou think'ft thou art mod wife, 
thou art 
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Grofsly abus'd, Macrinus, and mofl. fooHlh. 
For any man to match above his rank, 
Is but to fell his liberty : with Arttmia 
I flill muft live a fervant ; but enjoying 
I Divineft. Dorothea, I Ihall rule, 
] Kule as becomes a husband : for the danger, 
( Or call it, if you will, allured del\ru6lion, 
I I flight il thus. If then thou art" my friend, 
As I dare fwear thou art, and wilt not take 
A Governors place upon thee, be my helper. 

Macrin, You know I dare, and will do any thing, 
Put me unto the left. 

Anto. Go then, Macrinus, 
To Dorothea, tell her I have worn, 
In all the battels I have fought, her figure ; 
Her figure in my heart, which, like a Deity, 
Hath dill protedled me : Thou canft fpeak well. 
And of thy choifeft language fpare a little, 
To make her underilaud how much I love her. 
And how I languifti for her ; Beare her thefe jewels. 
Sent in the way of facrifice, not fervice, 
As to my goddefs. All lets throwne behind me, 
Or fears that may deter me, fay, this morning 
I mean to vifit her by the name of friendlhip ; 
No words to contradi<ft this. 

Matr. I am yours i 
And if my travel this way be ill fpent, 
Judge not my readier will by the event. Exeunt. 

Finit Alius primus. 



^^H Sputig. 
^^^^H tian foles, 



Aaus II. Scene I. 

Enter Spungius and Hercius. 

Sfung. 'T^Urn Chriilian, wud he that firll tempted 

X me to have my ihoes walk upon Chrif- 

tian foles, had turned me into a Capon ; for I am fure 
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now, the ftones of all my pteafure, in this fleflily life, 
aie cnt till. 

Htr. So then, if any Coxcomb has a galloping 
defire to nde, heres a Gelding, if he can but fit him. 

Spun. I kick, for all that, like a horfe ; look elfe. 

Her. But thats a kickilh jade, fellow Spunt^us : 
have not I as much caufe to complain as thou haft 1 
When I was a Pagan, there was an infidel punk of 
mine, would have let me come upon tnifl for my cor- 
vetting ; a pox of your chriflian Coxatrices, they cry 
like poulterers wives, no mony, no cony, 

S/un. Bacchus, the God of brewed wine and 
fugar, grand patron of rot»-pois, upfie-freefie tiplers, 
and fuper-naculam takers ; this Biuchus. who is head- 
warden of Vintners hall, Alecunner, Maior of all 
viftualing-houfes, the fole liquid benefadlor lo bawdy- 
houCes, Lanseprezado to red nofes, and invincible 
Adelantado over the Anuado of pimpled, deep fcar- 
letted, rubified, and carb uncled faces. 

Her. What of all this J 

Spun. This boon Bacchanalion flinker, did I make 
legges to. 

Her, Scurvie ones, when thou wert drunk. 

Spun. There is no danger of lofing a mans years 
by making thefe Indures ; he that will not now and 
then be Calabingo, is worfe then a Calamoothe : when 
I was a Pagan, and kneeled to this Bacchus, I durft 
out'dTink a Lord ; but your Chriftian Lords oul-bowl 
me: 1 was in hope to lead a fober life, when 1 was 
converted, but now amongft the Chrillians, I can no 
fooner dagger out of one Ale-houfe, but I reel into 
another : they have whole (Ireets of nothing but 
drioking-rooms, and drabbing chambers, jumbled 
tc^^her. 

Her. Bawdy Priapus, the liril Schoolmafler that 
taught butchers to Aick pricks in flelh, and make it 
(well, thou knowell was the onely Ningle that I cared 
for, under the Moon ; but fince I left him, to follow a 
fcarvy Lady, what with her praying, and our falling, 
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if now I come to a wench, and offer to ufe her any 

thing hardly, (telling her, being a Chrillian Ihe muil 
endure,) (he prefently handles me as if I were a clove, 
and cleaves me with difdain as if I were a calves head. 

Spun. I fee no remedy, lellow Hircius, but that 
thou and I mull be half Pagans and half ChciAians ; 
for we know very fools that are Chrillians. 

Hir. Right : the quarters of Chiiflians 
for nothing, but to feed crows. 

Spun. True : Chrillian Brokers, thou knoweft are 
made up of the quarters of Chrillians ; parboil one of 
thele rogues, and he is not meat for a dog : no, no, I 
am refolved to have an Infidels heart, thoi^gh in (hew 
I carry a Chriilians face. 

Hir. Thy lad iTiall ferve my fool, fo will I. 

Spun. Our whimpering I-ady and Millrefs fent me 
with two great baskets full of beef, mutton, veal, and 
Goofe fellow Hircius. 

Hir. And Woodcock fellow Spungi'us. 

Sputt. Upon the poor lean AQe fellow, on which I 
ride to all the alms-women : what iliinkeft lliou 1 have 
done with all this good cheer. 

Hir. Eat it, and be choakt elfe 

Spun. Wud my alle, basket and all were in thy 
maw if I did : no, as I am a demi-Fagan, I fold the 
vidtuais, and coyned the mony into pottle pots cf 
wine. 

Hir. Therein thou fhewedll thy felf a perfefl 
demi-Chridian loo, to let the poor beg, (larve & Tiang, 
or die a the pip. Our puling fnolly-nofe Lady fent 
me out likcwife with a purfe of mony, to relieve and 
releafe prifoners ; did I fo, think you I 

Spun. ^Vud thy ribs were turned into grates of 
iron then. 

Hir. As I am a total Pagan I fwore they Oiould 
be hanged firfl ; for, fiira Spungjiis, 1 lay at my old 
ward of letchery, and cried, a pox on your two-penny 
wards, and fo I took fcuruy common flefh for the 
mony. 
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Spun. And wifely done ; for our Lady fending it 
to prifoncrs, had bellowed it out upon lowfie knaves, 
and thou to fave diat labour, calls it away upon rotten 
whores. 

Hir. All my feat is of that pink-an-eyc jack-an 
apes boy, her page. 

Spun. As I am a pagan from my cod-peece down- 
ward, that white faced Monkey frights me loo ; I dole 
but a durty pudding, lail day, out of an almf-ba^ket, 
to give my dog, when he was hungry, and the peaking 
chit^e page hit rac ith' teeth with iL 

ffir. Wirh the durty pudduig ; fo he did me once 
with a cow-turd, which, in knavery, 1 would have 
crummed into ones porridt^e, who was half a pagan 
too : the fmug dandiprat fmels us out, whalfoever we 
are doing. 

Spun. Does he ! let him take heed I prove not his 
ba£k friend : ile make him curfe his fmelling what I 
do. 

Hir. Tis my Lady fpoils the boy ; for he is ever 
at her tayk, and (he's never well but in his com- 
pany. 

Enter Angeio u-ilh a book and Taper lighted ; they 
feeing Mutt eeunler/ett devotion. 

Ang. O ! now your hearts' make ladders of your 
eyes. 
In (hew to climb to heaven, when your devotion 
Walks upon crutches : where di-l you waile your time. 
When the religious man was on his knees. 
Speaking the heavenly language 1 

Spun. Why fellow Angela, we were fpcaking in 
pedlars French I hope. 

Hir. We ha not been idle, take it upon my word. 
Ang. Have you the baskets emptied, which your 
Udy 
Sent from her charitable hands, to women 
1^ Tlut dwell upon her pity t 



lat way ) The Divels way, t1 
The way of hot damnation, way of lud :| 
And you, tu walh away the poor tna 
In bowls of drank en nelle. 

Spun. Drunkennefle ! Yes, yes, I ufe l| 
our next neighbours man, called CArt 
often feen me drunk, has he not? 

Ifir. Or me given fo to the flcfti 1 n 
my doings. 

Ang. Avant you theeves and hollow hjl 
Your hearts to me lie ojjen like black booll 
And there I read your doings. 

Spun. And what do you read in my heJ 

Hir. Or in mine ! Come amiable A 
the flint of your braines. 

Span. And lets fee what fparks of wit, 
kindle your Carcbruns. 

Ang. Your names even brand you i 
Spungiui call'd. 
And like a Spunge, you fuck up liquorous 1 
Till your loul reels to hell. 

Spun. To hell ! can any drunkards legi 
fofar) 

Ang. For blood of grapes you fold th' 
food, 
And llaming them 'tis murder, what's this 1 
Hircius your name, and Goatifhisrouyiai 
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S^n- Fellow Angela, true it is, [hat falling into 
the company of wicked he-Chriilians for my part. 

J/er. And fhe-ones for mine, we have 'em fwim 
in iholes hard by. 

Spun. We muJl conrefle, I look too much of the 
pot, and he of t'other hollow commoditie. 

Uir. Yes indeed, we lajd lill on both of us, was 
cofen'd the poor ; but 'tis a common thing; many a 
one that counts himfelf a better Chriflian then we 
two, has done it, by this light 

Spun. But pray, iweet A tigdu, play not the tell- 
tale to tny Lady ; and if you lake us creeping into- 
any of thefe moufeholes of fin any more, lei cats flea 
off our skins. 

I/ir. And put nothing but the poifon'd tails of rats 
into thofe skins. 

.A^. Will you difhonour her fwect charity, 
Who lav'd you from the tree of death and fhame? 

Sir. Wud I were hang"d rather than thus be told 
of tny (aalts. 

Spun. She took us, 'tis true, from the gallows ; yet 
I hope, flie will not bar yeomen fprats to have their 
(winge. 

jtt^. She comes, beware and mend. 

E/tler Dorothea. 

Uir. Let's break his neck, and bid him mend. 

Dor. Have you my melTages (fent to the poor) 
DeliTcr'd with good hands, not robbing them 
Of any jot was theirs. 

Spun. Rob 'em Lady, I hope neither my fellow 
nor I am tlieeves. 

Uir. Deliver'd with good hands. Madam, elfe let 
me never lick my fingers more when I eat buttered- 
fiJh. 

Dorolh. Who cheat the poor, and from them pluck 
their alms, 
FLUieT from heaven, and there are thunderbolts 
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From thence to beat them ever, do not lie 
Were you both faithfull true dillributers ? 

Sj"in. Lie MaJam, what grief is it to fee you tum 
Swaggerer, and give your poor minded rafcally feif 
vaots the lie- 

Dor. I'm glad you do not ; if ihofe wretched 
people 
Tell you they pine for want of any thing, 
Whifper but to mine car, and you (hall furnifh them. 

Hir. ^Vhi^pe^, nay Lady, for my part, I'le cTjf 
whoop. 

Ang. Play no more villains with fo good a Lady ; 
For if you do 

spun. Are weChridiansi 

Ilir. The foul Fiend fnap all Pagans for me. 

Ang. Away, and once more mend. 

Sfun. Takes us for Botchers. 

liir. A patcli, a patch. 

Dor. My Book and Taper. 

Ang. Here mod holy ^iiftre0e. 

Dor. Thy voice fends forth fuch mufick, that 1 
never 
Was ravithed with a more celeHiall found. 
Were every fervant in the world like thee, 
So full of goodnefle, Angels would come down 
To dwell with us : thy name is Ange/o, 
And like that name thou art ; get thee to refl, 
Thy youth with too much watching is oppreil. 

Ang. No, my dear Lady, 1 could weary liars. 
And force the wakefull Moon to lofe her eyes 
By my late watching, but to wait on you ; 
tVhen at your prayers you kneel before the Altar, 



Me thinks I'm fmging with fome quire i 
So blefl I hold me in your company : 
Therefore, my mod-lov'd MiflretTe, do nc 
Your boy fo ferviceable to get hence, 
For then you break his heiirt. 
Dor. Be nye me Rill then j 
In golden letters down I'le fei that day, 



Heaven, 
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Which gave lUcc to me ; little did I hope 
To meet fuch worlds of comfort in liiy felf. 
This little pretty body, when 1 comming 
Forth of the Temple, heard my begger^boy. 
My fweet fac'd godly begger-boy. crave an alms, 
Which with glad hand I gave, with lucky hand ; 
And when I took thee home, my moil charte bofom, 
Me thought, was filJ with no hot wanton fire, 
But with a holy flame, mounting lince higher. 
On wings of Cherubins, then did before. 

Ang. Proud am I that my Ladies moded eye 
So likes fo ])0or 3 fervant. 

Dor. I have offer'd 
Handfuls of gold but to behold thy Parents, 
I would leave Kiogdomes, were I Queen of fome, 
To dwell with thy good father ; for the fon 
Bewitching me fo deeply with his prefence. 
He that begot him rouil do't ten times more, 
I pray thee my fweet boy, (hew me thy parents, 
Be not alham'd. 

Ai^. I am not : I did never 
Know who my mother was ; but by yon Pallace, 
Fil'd with bright heavenly Courtiers, I dare aflure you, 
And pawn thefe eyes upon it, and this hand. 
My &ther is in Heaven ; and, pretty Midrefs, 
If your illudrious Hour glaffe fpend his fand 
No worfe then yet it does, upon my life, 
Yon and I both Ihall meet my father there. 
And he (liall bid you welcome. 

Dor. A bleQed day ; 
We all long to be tliere, but lofe the way. Examt. 

i&acnnm/rirnii io Antoninus enlns, being met by Theo- 
philus and Harpax. 

Tktopk. Sun-God of the day guide thee Macrinm. 
Mae. And thee Theophilus. 
Theopk. Gladft thou in fuch fcorn I 
I call my with back. 



V health and our fair Princeffe lajl 
This night ; for you can tell ; Courti^ 
That buzze all news unto them. 

Afac. She flejit but ill. 

TAa?. Double thy courtefie ; 

Mm. Ill, well, ftraight, crooked, 1 1 

TAm. Once more; 
Thy head is full of Wind-mils : when d| 
Fill a bed full of beauty, and beflow if 
On Antoninus on the wedding night t I 

Mac. I know not I 

TAm. No I thou art the Manufcrid 
Where Anleiiinus writes down alt his fq 
Honed Macrinui tell me. 

Mac. Fare you well fir. 

Har. Honefty is fome Fiend, an 
hence; 
A many Courtiers love it not. 

Ttieo. ^Vhat peece 
Of this State-wheel (which winds up An 
Is broke, it runs fo jarringly ) The ma 
Is from himfelf divided ; Oh thou, the 
By which I wonders fee, tell me, my H 
\Vhat gad-flie tickles fo this Macrinus, 
That up-flinging the tail, he breaks thai 

Har. Oh fir, his brain-pan is a bed 
\Vhofe (lings (hoot through hi^vyij 
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(Returning viflor) be inforc't to kiffe 
That which it bates (the fire.) And can this Ram, 
This Anttminus-Engine, being made ready 
To (o much mifchief, keep a (Icady motion t 
His eyes and feet you fee give (Irange aftaults. 

TTue. I'm tum'd a Marble Statue at thy language, 
Which printed is in fuch ciabb'd Chara(n,eis, 
It puzzles all my reading : what (i' th name 
Of J'/uto) now ia hatching) 

liar. This Mturinus 
The time is, upon which love errands run 
Twixt Antoninus and that ghofl of women, 
The bloudiefle Dorothea, who in prayer 
And meditation {mocking ail your gods) 
Drinks up her ruby colour : yet Antoninus 
Plays the Endimton to this pale fac'd Moon, 
Courts her, feeks to catch her eyes. 

Tk<af, And what of this ? 

Hot. Thefe are but creeping billows, 
Not got to fhore yet : but if Dorothea 
Fall on his bofome, and be fir'd with love, 
(Your coldeft women do fo ;) had you inke 
Brew'd from the infernal Styx, not all that blacknefs 
Can make a thing fo foul as the dilhonours, 
Difgraces, bulTettings, and mofl. bafe affronts 
Upon the bright Artetnta, (lar of Court, 
Great Gsfan daughter, 

Theo. I now confter thee. 

Ifar. Nay more, a Firmament of clouds being 
fiU'd 
With loz'u artillery, iliot down at once, 
To pafh your Gods in peeces, cannot give. 
With all thofe thunderbolts, fo deep a blow 
To the Religion there, and Pagan lore, 
As this ; for Dorothea hates your gods. 
And if Ihe once blad Antoninus foul, 
Making it foul hke hers, Oh the example 

lAe. Eats through Ca/areas heart like liquid 
poyfon. 
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Have I invented tortures to tear Chrillians, 
To fee but which, could all that feel hels lonnents 
Have leave to iland aloof here on eanhs flage, 
They would be mad till they agaiu defcended. 
Holding the pains mod hDirid of fuch fouls, 
May-games to ihofe of mine. Has this my hand 
Set down a Chrillians execution 
In fuch dire poftures, that the very hangman 
Fel! at my foot dead, hearing hut their figures ? 
And fliall Macrinus and his fellow Mafquer 
Strangle me in a dance 1 

Har. No, on, I do hug thee, 
For drilhng thy quick brains in this rich plot 
Of tortures gainft thefe Chrillians : On, I hug thee. 

Thtoph. Both hag and holy roe ; to this Dorothe^ 
Fly thou and I in thunder. 

Harp. Not for Kingdomes, 
Pil'd upon Kingdomes ; there's a villain Page 
Wails on her, whom I would not for the world 
Hold traffique with ; I do fo hate his fight, 
That ihould I look on him, I mull fink down. 

Thw. I will not loofe thee then, her to confound,' 
None but this head with glories (hall be crown'd. 

Har. Oh, mine own as I would wilh thee. Exiuni^ 

Enter Dorothea, Macrinus, Angela. 

Dor. My truily Angeh, with that curious eye 
Of thine, which ever wails upon my bufineffe, 
I prithee watch thofe my flill-negHgent fervanls, 
That they perform my will, in what's enjoin'd them 
To th' good of others ; elfe will you find them flies, 
Not lying ftill, yet in them no good lies : 
Be carcfull dear boy. 

Ang. Yes, my fweetefl MiflrefTe. £x 

Dor. Now fir, you may go on. 

Mac. 1 then muft fludy 
A new Arithnietick, to fum up the virtues 
Which Antoninus gracefully become, 
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' There is in him fo much mao. fo much goodnelTe, 
So much of honour, and of all things elfe, 
Which makes our being excellent, that from his ftore, 
He can enough lend others ; yet much taken trom 

The want fliall be as little, as when Seas 
Lend from their bounty, to fill up ihe poornelTc 
Of needy Rivers. 

Der. Sir, he is more indebted to you for praife, 
than you to him that owes it 

M. If Queens viewing his prefents, paid to the 
whiteneUe 
Of your chall hand alone, fhould be ambitious 
But to be parted in their numerous (hares. 
This he counts nothing : could you fee main armies 
Make battels in the quarrell ol his valour, 
That 'tis the beil, the tnaeft, this were nothing; 
The greatnefle of his Slate, his fathers voice 
And arm, owing Cafarea, he never boafls of; 
The Sun-beams which the Emperour throws upon 

hini. 
Shine there but as in water, and guild him 
Not with one fpot of pride : no dearefl beauty, 
All thefe heap'd up together in one fcale. 
Cannot weigh down the love he bears to you. 
Being put into the other. 

yAw. Could gold buy you 
To fpeak thus for your friend, you fir are worthy 
Of more then I will number ; and this your language 
Hath power to win upon another woman. 
Top of whofe heart, the fealheis of this world 
Are gaily (luck : but al! which firll you named, 
And now this laft, his love to me are nothing. 
Mac. You make me a fad mefTenger, 

Enter Antoninus . 
But fatmfelf 

Being come in perfon, (hall I hope hear from you, 
Mufick more pleafing. 
Ai^. Has your car, Maerinus, 



■MM 



3* 



The Virgin Martir. 



Heard none then ? 

Mac. None I like. 

Ant. But can there be 
In fuch a nob!e Casket, wherein lies 
Beauty and chaftity in their full perfeiflions, 
A rocky heart, killing with cruel^ 
A life that's prortrated beneath your feet I 

Dor. I am guilty of a (hame I yet never knew, 
Thus to hold parley with you, pray fir pardon. 

Ant. Good fweetneffe, you now have it, and 
(hall go : 
Be but fo mercifull, before your wounding me 
With fuch a mortal! weapon, as farewel, 
To let tne murnmre to your virgin ear. 
What I was loath to lay on any tongue. 
But this mine own. 

Dor. If one immodcft accent 
Fly out, 1 hate you everlaftingly. 

Ant. My true love dares not do it. 

Mac. Htmus infpire thee. 

Th^ whifpering below, enter above Sa.'puaws, father to 
Antoninus, and Governour of Cefarea, with him 
Artemia t/ie I^irtcejfe, Theophilus, Spungius, and 
Hercius. 

Sfiiin. So now, do you fee % our work is done , 
the fi(h you angle for is nibiing at the hook, and 
therefore untrufs the Cod-piece point of our reward, 
no matter if the breeches of confcience fall about our 
heels. 

The. The gold you earn is here, dam up your 
mouthes, and no words of it. 

Ifcr. No, nor no words from you of too much 
damming neither ; I know women fell them- 
felves daily, . and are hacknied out for fitver, 
why may not we then betray a fcurvy Miflrefle for. 
gold! 

Spun. She fav'd us from the Gallows, and only 
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to Veq) one Proverb from breaking his neck, wcel 
hang her. 

The. 'Tis well done, go, go, /are my fine whi te boys. 

SfUH, If your red boys, 'tis well known, more iU- 
favourcd faces then ours are painleiL 

Sap. Thofe fellows trouble us. 

The. Away, away. 

JJir. 1 to my fweet placket 

^un. And \ to my full pot. Exeunt. 

Ant. Come, let me lune you ; glaze not thus your 
eyes 
With felf-love of a vowed virginity. 
Make every man your glafs, you fee our fex 
Do never murther propagation, 
We all (lefire your fweet fociety, 
And if you bar me from it, you do kill me. 
And of my bloud are guilty. 

Art. O bafe villaiD. 

Sap. Dridle your rage fweet Priuceffe. 

Ant. Could not my fortimes 
(Reat'd higher far then yours) be worthy of you, 
Me thinks my dear affection makes you mine. 

Dor. Sir, for your fortunes were they mines of 
gold. 
He that I love is richer; and for worth 
Von are lo him lower then any flave 
Is to a Monarch. 

Sap. So infolent, bafe Chriflian I 

Dor. Can I, with wearing out my knees before him, 
Get you but be his fervant, you fhall boal^ 
Vare equal to a King. 

Sap. Confufion on thee, 
For playing thus the Ijing forcerelTe. 

Ant. Your mocks are great ones ; none beneath 
the Sun 
Will I be fervant to : on my knees I beg it, 
Pjtj- me wondrous roaid. 

Sap. X curfe thy bafeneffe. 

Thea. Lillen to more. 



*jreat C^^rt/^j daughter . ^ 

'Y': fl»™ tJiou lien. ! 

-<« Yei this 

J>ada„a„,,<,t„_H I 

In drops of blood ' 

Am. Perhaps ' 

^«. Wearebettaied. 

,0 '""""J'""'", traitor,, 
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We are both ore wheim'd. 

Mae. With one high raging billow. 

Dur. You a. fouliiier, 
And fin): beneath the violcDce of a woman I 

Ant. A woman ! a wrong'd Princeffe : from fuch a 
liar 
Bluing with fires of hate, what can be look'd for. 
But Uagicall events 1 My hfe is now 
The fubjecl of her tyranny. 

Ihr. That feare is bafe, 
Of fieath, when that death doth but life difplace 
Out of her houfe of earth ; you onely dread 
The (Uoke, and not what follows when you are dead, 
There's the great fear indeed ; come, let your eyes 
Dwell where mine do, you'l fcom their tyrannies. 

EnUr Mtrw Artemia, Sapritius, Theophilus, aguartt, 
Angelo cumcs and is dojt by Dorothea. 

At. My fathers nerves put vigour in mine arm. 
And 1 his flrength muil ufe ; becaufe I once 
Shed beams of favour on thee, and, with the Lion, 
Play'd with thee gently, when thou ilrok'fl my heart, 
rie not infuli on a bafe humbled prey, 
By lingring out thy terrors ; but with one frown 
Kill thee. Hence with 'em to execution ; 
Seize him, but let even death it felf be weary 
In torturing her ; J'le change thofe fmiles to Ihriek.s, 
Give the fool what ihe's proud of {Martirdome) 
In pieces rack that Bawd to. 

Saf. Albeit the reverence 
I owe our gods and you are, in my bolbme, 
TorrcnU fo ftrong, that piny quite lies drown 'd 
From faving this young man ; yet when I fee 
What lace death gives him, and that a thing nitliin 

me, 
Suth 't is my fon, I'm forc'd to be a man, 
And grow fond of his life, which thus 1 beg. 
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Art. And I deny. 

Ant. Sir you diflionour me, 
To fue for that which 1 difclaim lo have ; 
I (hall more gloiy in my fufferings gain, 
Than you in giving judgement, fince I offer 
My blood up to your anger : nor do I kneel 
To keep a wretched life of mine from ruine : 
Prefen-c this Temple (builded fair as yours is) 
And Cirfar never went in a greater triumph. 
Then I fliaU to the fcaffold. 

Art, Are you fo brave, Sir, 
Set forward to his triumph, and lei diofe two 
Go curfing along with him. 

Dor. No, but piltying, 
(For my part I) that you lofe ten times more 
By tormring me, than I that dare your tortures. 
Through all the army of my fins, I have even 
Labour'd to brealt, and cope with death to th' face ; 
The vifage of a hangman frights not nie ; 
The light of whips, racks, gibbets, axes, fires. 
Are Icafibldings by which my foul climbs up 
To an Eternal habitation. 

Thto. Cafan imperiall daughter, hear me fpeak ; 
Lei not this Chriftian Thing, in this her pageantry. 
Of "proud deriding both our gods and Ca/ar, 
Build to her fell a Kingdome in her death, 
Going laughing from us. No, her bitterell lorment 
Shall be, to feel her conllancy beaten dovm, 
The bravery of her refolution lie 
Battered by the argument, into fuch pieces, 
That Ihe again fhall (on her belly) creep 
To kifle the pavements of our Panim gods. 

Art. How to be done 1 

Tiieo. rie fend my daughters to her, 
And they (hall turn her rocky faith to wax, 
Elfe fpit at me, let me be made your ilaue, 
And meet no Romain, but a villains grave. 

Art. Thy prifoner let her be then : and Sapritius, 
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Vour Ton, and that be yours, death iJiali be fent 
To him that fuffers them by voice or letters 
To gteet each other. Rifle hirr eftate ; 
ChnAians to beggery brought grow defperale. 

Dot. Stitl oa the bread of poverty let rae feed. 

Exeunt. 

Aitg. O my admired miflrefe ! quench not out 
TTic holy fires within you, though temptations 
Showre down upon you : clalp thine armour on, 
Fight well, and thou (halt fee, after thefe wars, 
Thy head wear fun-beams, and thy feet touch (lars. 

£n/er Hircius and Sfiungius. 
Hir. How now Ange!o, how ill 1 how ifl ? what 
thread fpms that whore, l-'ortune, upon her wheel 
□owt 

Spun. Comefla, conufla, poor knave. 

Sir. Cam a porte von, eom a parte vou, my petite 
garfoone. 

Spun. Me partha wee comrade, my half inch of 
oums flefh, how run the dice of this cheating world, 
hal 

Ang. Too well od your fides ; you are hid in 
gold 
Ore head and ears, 

Hir. We thank our fates, the fign of the gingle- 
boys hangs at the doors of our pockets. 

Spun. Who wud thiak, that we comming forth 
of the arle, as it were, or fag end of the world, 
(houtd yet fee the golden age, when fo little filver is 
(UiTing. 

Hir. Nay, who can fay any citizen is an afle, for 
lading his own back witli money, till his foul cracks 
again, onely 10 leave his fon like a gilded coxcomb 
behind him I Will not any fooie take me for a wife 
man doh', feeing me draw out of the pit of my Irea- 
fuiy, this little god with his belly full of gold ) 

Spun. And this full of the fame meat out of my 
ainbtcy. 
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Ang. That gold w-ilt melt to poyfon. 

Spun. Poyfon I wud it wud ; wiiole pinles for 
healths fliall down my throat, 

f/ir. Gold poj-fon ! there's never a (he-thrafher in 
Ctr/aria, that lives on the flail of mony, will call 
it To. 

Ang. Like Haves you fold your fouls for golden 

Bewitching her to de^th, who ftept between 
You and the gallows, 

Spun. It was an eafie matter to favc us, (he being 
fo well backt. 

Uir. The gallows and we fell out, To (he did but 
part us. 

Aug. The mifery of that midrefs is mine owne, 
She begger'd, I left wretched. 

liir. I can but let my nofe drop in forrow, with 
wet eyes for her. 

Spun. The petticoate of her edate is unlaced I 
confefle. , 

ffir. Yes, and the fmock of her charity is now all 
to pieces. 

Ang. For love you bear to her, for fome good turns 
Done you by me, give me one piece of filuer. 

Bir. How I a peece of filver 1 if tbou wert an 
angel of gold, I would not put thee into white 
money, unlcffe I weighed thee, and 1 weigh thee not 
a ni(h. 

Spun. A peece of fiiver! I never had but two 
calves in my life, and thofe my mother left me-, I will 
rather part from the fat of them, than from a muHard- 
tokcns worth of argent, 

Hir. And lo, fwect Nit, we crawl from thee. 

Spun. Adieu, demi-dandiprat, adieu. 

Ang. Stay, one word yet ; you now are fiill of 
gold. 

Hir. I would be forry my dog were (o full of the 
poxe. 

Spun. Or any fow of mine of the meazLes either. 
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Ang. Go, go, y'are beggars both, you are not 
worth 
That leather on your feet. 

Hir. Away, away boy. 

^un. Page, you do notliing but fet patches on the 
foles of your jefts. 

Ang. I 'm glad I tri'd your loue, which (fee) I 

So long as this is fuU. 

Both, And fo long as this . . . fo long as this. 

Hir. Spun^ius, y'are a pick-pocket 

Spun. JTircius, thou haft oimb'd , . . fo long as, 
not fo much money is left, as ivill buy a loufe. 

Hir. Thou art a thicfe, and thou lieft in that gut 
through which thy wine runs, if thou denied it. 

Spun. Thou lieil deeper then the bottom of mine 
enraged pocket, if thou aifrontLl it 

Ang. No blows, no bitter language ; all your gold 
gone I 

Spun. 

Hir. 
peece. 

Ang. Come, ligh not ; I fo little am in love 
With that whofe lofle kills you, that fee 'tis yours, 
All jrours, divide the heap in equall fliare, 
So you will go along with me lo prifon, 
And in our Miflris lorrows bear a pan : 
Say, will you ? 

Both. Will we 1 

Spun. If fhe were going to hanging, no gallows 
Ihould part us. 

Sir. Let's both be ttirn'd into a rope of onions if 
we do. 

An^. Follow me then, repair your bad deeds 
pad; 
Happy are men when their beft deeds are lail, 

i^n. True Mailer Angilo ; pray fir lead the way. 
exit Aug. 



Can the Divel creep into ones breeches 1 
Yes if his horns once get into the cod- 
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Sir. Let him lead that way, but follow ihou me 
this way. 

Spun. I live in a layle 1 

Ilir. Away and iTiift for our felves, fhe'l do well 
enough there ; for pritoners are more hungry after 
mutton, then catch-potes after prifoners. 

Spun. Let her (Urve then, if a whole Jayle will 
not fill her belly. ExeutU. 

Finis Atlus fta4ndi. 



A6tus III. Scene I. 



Sap, Q Ick to the death 1 fear. 
Mf- O ^ '"^^^ y"*" f^cinoiv, 
With my true feeling of it. 

Sap. She's a witch, 
A forcereffe, TTteophilus ; my fon 
Is charmd by her enticing eyes, and like 
An image made of wait, her beams of beauty 
Melt him to nothing ; all my hopes in him. 
And all his gotten honours, find their grave 
In his ftrange dotage on her. Would when firft 
He law and lov'd her, that the earth had open'd 
And fwallow'd both alive. 

The. There's hope left yet 

Sap. Not any, though the PrincefTe were appeas'd 
All title in her love furrenderd up ; 
Yet this coy Chriftian is fo tranfported 
With her religion, that nnlefle my fon 
(But let him perifh firil) drinke the fame potion, 
And be of her belief, Ihe'l not vouchfafe 
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To be his lawfiill wife. 

Prieft. But once remov'd 
From her opinion, as I red alTur*!! 
The reafoti of ihefe holy maids will win her, 
You'l find her tradable to any thing 
For your content or his. 

Tim. If fhe refufe it. 
The Stygian damps, breeding infciflious airs, 
The Mandrakes flirikes, the Bafilisks killing eye, 
The dreadfull lightning that does crufh the bones, 
And never finge the skin, (hall not appear 
Lefie fatal] to her into than my zeal, made hot 
With love vnto my gods ; I have defer'd it, 
In hope to draw backe this Apollata, 
Which will be greater honour then her death, 
Unto her fathers faith ; and to that end 
Hatb brought my daughters hither. 

Calijle. And we doubt not 
To do what you defire. 

Saf. Let her be fent for. 
Profper in your good work, and were I not 
To attend the Princeffe, 1 would fee and hear 
How you fucceed. 

T/ie. I am commanded too, 
He bear you company. 

Safi. Give them your Ring, 
To lead her as in triumph, if they win her. 
Before highneffe. Exit Sap. 

TJSa Spare no promifes, 
Periwafions, or threats, I conjure you ; 
If you prevail, tis the moll glorious work 
You ever undertook. 



Enfcr Dorothea and Augclo. 

■ PrU. She comes. 

TTieo. We leave you ; 
Be conllant and be carefull. Exeunt T/icop. cp* Fried. 

Col. We are forry 



We thank you : 
Our vifil is for love, love to your faM 

Chrift. Our conference mull bel 
therefore 
Comraanil your boy to leave us 

Dor. You may traA him 
With' any fecret ihat concerns my lifi^ 
Fallhood and he are flrangers ; had y 
Been blefl with fuch a fervant, you ha 
Forfook that way (your jouroey even I 
That leads to joys eternal. In the pi 
Of loofe lafcivious mirth, he would h 
To holy mediations ; and fo far 
He is from flattery, that he would hav< 
Your pride being at the height, how n 
And wretched things you were, that fo 
Of pleafure here have made a defperal 
Of all your right in happinefle hereafb 
He mud not leave me, without him 1 1 
In this life he is my fervant, in the oA 
A wifhed companion. 

Ang. Tis not in the Divel, 
Nor all his wicked arts, to fhake fuch 

Dor. But you were fpeaking, Lady, 

Cal. As a friend 
And lover of your fafety, and I pray yi 
So to receive it ; and if yo^^r^^^a 
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To nutke you happy, and the means fo cafie, 
That, be not )'ou an enemy to your fclf, 
Already you enjoy it. 

Cknjt. Look on us. 
Ruiii'd as you are, once, and brought unto it 
By your perfwafion. 

Ctf/. But what follow'd. Lady 1 
Leaving thofe blefTings which our gods give freely, 
And Ibowr'd upon us with a prodig.-il hand, 
As to the noblie born, youth, beauty, wealth, 
And the free ufe of thefe without conlroul. 
Check, curb or (lop, ((uch is our Laws indulgence,) 
All happinelTe forfook us, bonds and fetters 
For amorous twins, the rack, and h.ingmans whips 
In place of choife delights, our parents curfes 
In Head of bleflings, fcom, negleft, contempt 
Fdl thick upon us. 

Ckri. This confider'd wifely, 
We made a faire retreat ; and {reconcil'd 
To our forfaken gods) we live again 
In all profperity. 

CaL by our example, 
Bequeathing miferj to fuch as love it. 
Learn to be happy : the Chriflian yokes to heavy 
For fuch a dainty neck ; it was fr-im'd rather 
To be the (brine of Venus, or a pillar, 
More precious then Chryrtal, to fupport 
Our Cupids Image ; our Religion, I^dy, 
Is but a varied pleafure, yours a toil 
Slaves would (brink under. 

D&r. Have you not cloven feet ? are you not 
Divels ? 
Dare any fay fo much, or dare I hear it 
Without a vertuous and relig:ious anger ? 
Now to put on a Virgin modefly. 
Or maiden filence, when his power is queftion'd 
That is omnipotent, were a greater crime 
Than in a bad caufe to be impudent. 
Votir gods, your temples, brothel houfes rather, 
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Or wicked a<ftions of the wortl of men, 

Purfu'd and pradtis'd, yourreligLous riles 

call them rather jugiing mylleries, 

The baits and nets of hell, your fouls the prey 

For which the Divel angies, your falfe ple.ifures 

A deep defcent by which you headlong fall 

Into eternal torments. 

Cal. Do not tempt 
Our powerful gods. 

Dor, Whicli of your powerful gods, 
Your gold, your filver, braffe, or woodden ones, 
That can nor do me hurt, nor proteiS you ) 
Mofl pittied women, will you facrifice 
To fuch, or call ihem gods or goddeffes. 
Your Parents would difdain to be the fame. 
Or you your felves I O blinded ignorance. 
Tell me Caiyie, by the truth I charge you, 
Or any thing you hold more dear, would you 
To have him deifi'd to poflerity, 
Defire your Father an Adulterer, 
A Raviflier, almofl a -Parricide, ' 
A vile inceiluous wretch ? 

Caiijk. TJiat piely 
And duty anfwer for me. 

Dor. Or you Chrillrta, 
To be hereafter regiflred a goddeffe, 
Give your chafl body up to the embraces 
Of Goatifh lufl, have it writ on your forehead. 
This is the common whore, the proilitute, 
The raiftreffe in the arts ot wanlonoefs. 
Knows every trick and labj'rinth of defires 
That are immodeft. 

Chrijleta. You judge better of me, 
Or my affeiflion is ill placed on you; 
Shall I turn (Irumpet I 

Dor. No I tliink you would not ; 
Yet Venus, whom you worHiip, was a whore ; 
J'/ora the FoundrelTe of the publick Stews ; 
And has for that her facrifice : your great god. 
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Your lupiter, a ioofe adulteier, 

Inccfi-uous wiih his fifter : read but iliofe 

That have canoniz'd them, you'l find tliem worfe 

Then, in chad language, 1 can fpeak them to you. 

Are they immortal then, that did partake 

Of humane weakneffe, and had ample (hare 

In mens inofl bafc affeiftionsl fubjecl to 

Uochad loves, anger, bondage, wounds, as men art 

Here lupiter to fcrve his lull mrn'd Hull. 

The Ihip indeed in which he (lok Eurofia. 

Neftuni:, for gain, builds up the walls of Trey 

As a day-labourer; ApoUo keeps 

Atimetus fliecp for bread ; the Lemniari fmith 

Sweats at the Forge for hire ; Prometheus here, 

With his flill growing Liver feeds the vulture ; 

Saturn bound fafl in hell with adamant chains ; 

And ihoulands more, on whom abufed errour 

Beftows a deitie : will you then dear fillers. 

For I would have you fuch, pay your Devotions 

To things of lefTe power then your fulves 1 

Califle. Wc worihip 
Their good deeds in their images. 

£>er. By whom fefhion'd 1 
By fmful men 1 He tell you a fliorl tale. 
Nor can you but confefle it was a true one. 
A King of jEgypt being to eredl 
The Image of Ofiris, whom they honour, 
Took from the Matrons necks the richell Jewels, 
And purell gold, as the materials 
To finilh up his work ; which perfeiftcd. 
With all folemnity he fet it up, 
To be ador'd, and ferv'd himfelf his idol, 
Defiring it to give him vidlotj 
Againll his enemies r but being overthrown, 
Enrag'd againll his god (thefe are fine gods, 
Subtecl to humane fury) he took down 
The fencelefs thing, and melting it again, 
He made a bafon, in which Eunuchs walh'd 
Xii& Concubines feet ; aud for this fordid ufe 
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'ftie Image of great lupiter bome before them. 
Sue for acceffe. 

TTic. My foul divin'd as much, 
Bled be the time when firil they faw this light, 
Their mother when (he bore them to fupport 
My feeble age, file! not my longing heart 
With fo much joy, as ihey in this good work 
Have thrown upon me. ^ 

Enter Priejl with the Image of lupiter, Iiicenfe dl 
Cettfers, followed by Calille, and Chrifteta, IcaA 
Dorothea. 

'Welcome, oh thrice welcome 
Daughters, both of my body, and my mind ; 
Let me embrace in you my bliffe, my comfort ; 
And Dorothea now more welcome loo, 
Then if you never had fain off : I am raviili'd 
With the exceffe of joy, f|jeak happy daughters 
The blefl event. 

Cal. We never gain'd fo much 
By any undertaking. 

The. O my dear girle. 
Our gods reward thee. 

Dor. Nor was ever time 
On my part better fpent. 

Chri. We are all now 
Of one opinion. 

TJieo. My bett Chrijlda, 
Madam, if ever you did grace to worth, 
Vouchfafe your Princely hands. 

Art. Moil willingly ; 
Do you refufe iti 

Cai. Let us firft deferve it. 

The. My_own child dill ; here fetour god, prepl 
The incenfe quickly ; come fair Dorothea, 
I will my felf fupport you, now kneel down. 
And pay your vows to lupiter. 

Dor, I fhall do it 
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Bctler bjr iheir example. 

The. They (hall guide you, 
They are familiar wiih the facrifice ; 
Forward my twins of coinrort, and to teach Iier 
Make a joint offering. 

Chri. Thus. Thty bath /pit at the /m,ii,v, 

Cai. And thus. throw it ifffrcrn, andfpurn it. 

Har. Profane 
And impious, (land you now like a Statue 1 
Are you the Champion of the Gods? Where is 
Your holy zeal, your anger T 

TAe. I am blaOed, 
And, as my feel were rooted here, I find 
I have no motion ; 1 would I had no fight too ; 
Or if my eyes can fcrve to any ufe, 
Give me (thou injur'd power) a fea of tears, 
To expiate this madneffe in my daughters ; 
Fot being ihemfeives, they would have trembled at 
So blafphemous a deed in any other. 
For my fake, hold a while thy dreadfull thundi.T, 
And give me patience to demand a reafon 
For ^is accorfed acl, 

D^. Twas bravely done. 

7^. Peace damn'd Enchantrefs, peace. I (houiil 
look on you 
With eyes made red with fury, and my hand. 
That (hakes with rage, Oiotild much oui-drip niy 

tongue. 
And fea] my vengeance on your hearts ; but nature 
To you that have fain once, bids me again 
To be a father. Oh how durft you tempt 
The anger of great Jm'^1 

Dor. Alack poor /tme. 
He is no Swaggerer, how fmug he (lands, 
Hec'l take a kick or any thing. 

Sap. Stop her mouth. 

Dor, Jt is the ancientd jjodling ; do not fear him, 
He would not hurt the thief that Hole away 
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Two of his golden locks, indeed he could not; 
And Aill tis the fame quiet thing. 

The. Blafphemer, 
Ingenious cruelty (hall punilh this, 
Thou art pad hope : but for you yet dear daughter^ 
Again bewitcht, the dew of mild forgivenefle 
May gently fall, provided you deferve it 
With true conlrition : be your felves again ; 
Sue to the offended Diely. 

Chr. Not to be 
The Miflreffe of the earth. 

Cal. I will not offer 
A grain of incenfe to it, much lelTe kneel ; 
Nor look on it, but with contempt and fcom, 

I To have a thoufand years confer'd upon me. 
Of worldly bleffings : we profeffe our felvcs 
To be like Dorothea, Chriftians, 
And owe her for that happineffe. 
The. My ears 
Receive in hearing this, all deadly charms, 
Power full to make man wretched. 
Art. Are thefe they 
You brag'd could convert others \ 
Sap. That want (Irenglh 
To Hand themfelves ? 
Har. Your honour is ingag'd. 
The credit of our caufe depends upon it. 
Something you mull do fuddenly. 
The. And I will. 
Har. They merit death, but falling by your hand, 
'Twill he recorded for a jull revenge, 
And holy fury in you. 
Tlu. Do not blow. 
The Furnace of a wrath thrice hot already; 
vEtna is in my bred, wildfire burns here, 
Which onely bloud mull quench : incenied power, 
Which firom ray infancy 1 have ador'd, 
Look down with favourable beams upon 
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The fecrifice (though not allowM thy Priefl) 

Which I will offer lo thee ; and be pleasM, 

(My fierie aeal inciling me to acl it) 

To call that juflice, others may ftile murther. 

Come you accurfed, thus by the hair I drag you 

Before this holy altar, thus look on you, 

LelTe pittifiiU than tygers to their prey. 

And thus, with mine on-n hand, I take that lire 

Which 1 gave to you, ki/s them. 

Dor. O moil cruel Butcher. 

T^e. My anger enda not here ; hells dreadful! 
Poner 
Receive into thy ever open gales 
Their damned fouls, and let the furies whips 
On them alone be walled : am! when death 
Clofes thefe eies. 'twill be EUzium to me, 
To hear their Ihreeks and howlings ; make me, Pluto, 
Thy inflruraent to fumifh thee with fouls 
Of this accurfed fefl, nor let me fall, 
Till my fell vengeance hath confum'd them all. 

Exit with Harpax hugging him. 

Enter Anemia laughing. 

Art. "Y\s a brave zeal. 

Di>r. O call him back again. 
Call back your hangman, here's one prifoner left 
To be the fubjeifl of his knife. 

Art. Not fo. 
We are not fo near reconcil'd unto thee ; 
Thou (halt not perifh fuch an eafjc way : 
Be (he your charge, Sapritiiis. now, and fuffer 
None to come near her, till we have found out 
Some torments worthy of her. 

Aug. Courage Miflris, 
Thefe MartjTS but prepare your glorious fate, 
You (hall exceed them and not imitate. Exeunt. 

Enter Spungiiis, and Hirdus, ra^id, at feverall doois 
Hir. Spungiui, 
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Spun. My fine rogue, bow is it ? how goes this 
tOlterd world ) 

Hir. Hall any money 1 

Spun. Money 1 no : the tavern-Ivy dings about jay 
money and kils it. Haft thou any money 1 

Hir. No; my money is a mad Bull, and finding 
any gap opened, away it nins. 

Spun. I fee then, a Tavem and a Bawdy-houfe 
have faces niucli alike, the one has red grates next 
dore, the tother has peeping holes within dores ; the 
tavern halh evermore a bufh, the bawdy houfe, fo[ue< 
times neither hedge nor bufh. From a tavern a iQan 
comes reehng, from a bawdy houfe not able to fland. 
In the tavern, you are coufen'd with paltry wine, in a 
bawdy houfe by a painted whore : money may have 
wine, and a whore will have money ; but neither can 
you cry. Drawer you rogue ; or keep door rotten 
bawd, without a filverwhiflle; we are juftly plagued 
therefore for running from our Miilrefs. 

Bir. Thou did'fl, I did not ; yet I had run t 
but that one gave me turpentine pils, and that (laid 
my running. 

Spun. Well the ihred of my life is drawn itirough 
the needle of neceflity, whofe eye looking upon my 
lowfie breeches, cries out it cannot mend 'em, which 
fo pricks the linings of my body, and ihofe are, heart, 
lights, lungs, guts, and midriff, that I beg on my knees, 
to have Atropos (the tailer to the deflinies) to take her 
Ihears, and cut my thred in two, or to heat the Iron 
goofe of mortality, and fo prefs me to death. 

Hir. Sure thy father was fome bolcher, and thy 
hungry tongue bit off thefe Ihreds of complaints, to 
patch up the elbows of thy niity eloquenc^. 

Spun. And what was thy father ? 

Hir. .A. low minded Cobler ; a Cobler whofe zeal 
fet many a woman upright, the remembrance of whofe 
aw], I now having nothing, ihnifts fuch fcurvy Hitches 
into my foul, that the heel of my happinels lias gone 
awry. 
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Spun. Pitie that ere thou irod'Il thy (hooe awry. 

Hir. Long I cannot laft ; Tor all fowlerly wax of 
comfort melting away, and mifciy taking the lengtli of 
niy fool, it boots not me to fue for life, when all my 
hopes are feam-rent, and go wetrhoil. 

Spun. This fliews ih'art a Coblers fon, by going 
through flitch : Hircius, wud thou and I were fo 
bappy to be coblers. 

JW>, So would I ; for both of us being now weary 
if our lives, Ihould then be fure of (hooniakers ends. 

^un. I fee the beginning of my end, for I am 
altnofl ftan'd. 

IKr. So am not I, but I am more then famifh'd. 

Spun. All the members of my bodie are in rebellion 
one againd another. 

.fli/-. So are mine, and nothing but a Cook, 
being a conflable, can appeafe them, prefenling to 
my nofe, inflead of his painted flaff, a fpit full of 
roifl-raeat 

But in this rebellion, what uprores do they 
maJce ! my belly cries to my mouth, why do'fl not gape 
asd feed me ? 

Ifir. And ray mouth fels out a throat to my hand, 
why dofl not thou lift up meat, and cram my chops 
with it I 

Spun. Then my hand hath a fling at mine eyes, 
bccaufe they look not out, and fliark for vifluals. 

Hir. Which mine eyes feeing, ftill of tears, cry 
aloud, and curfe my feet, for not ambling up and 
down 10 feed Colon, fjthence if good meal be in any 
place, 'tis known my feet can fmell. 

Spun. But then ray feet, like lazie rogues, lie ftill, 
and had rather do nothing, then run to and fro to 
purchafe any thing. 

Ifir. Why, among fo many millions of people, 
(bould thou and I onely be miferable totterdemalions, 
rag-a-rauffins, and lowfy defperates 1 

Span. Tliou art a meer Jam-an-o, lam-an-as ; con- 
6der the whole world, and 'tis as we are. 
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Hir. LowAc bessa^, thou wborfDO Agk j 
^nm. Woric ~ -- - 

//ir. As bow vftudt : come make the wadA. 

Sf. Old Hoftor goes on cnucbcs, bcggoy rides 
carocbed. boo«ft men make feaAs. knaves lit at tables; 
cowards arc iapt in relvet, roaldien (as ve) in tags, 
beau^ toms wiwFe, whore bawd, and both die of the 
pox : why then, when all the vorid llumbtes, fikoukl 
thoa aod I walk npri^t ! 

£iitir Ai^lo. 

J^. Stop, look who's yonder. 

Sftm. Fellow Aa^U .' how does my liiUe man I 
wcUt 

Aug. Vcs, and would you did fo: where are jroar 
doibest 

Hir. Clothes ! You fee every woman almofl go m 
her loofe gownc, and why (hould not we have our 
cloathcs loofe t 

Spun. Wud ihey were loofe t 

Aug. Why. where are theyl 

Spun. Where nany a velvet cloak, I wanant, at 
Hua hour, keeps them company ; they aie pawnd to a 
broker. 

Aug. Why pawnd, where's all the gold I Idt frith 
yout 

Nir. The gold ? we i)ut that into a Scriveneia 
hands, and he has cotifcn'ti us. 

Spun. And therefore, I prithee Angd«, if thou 
had another purfe, let it be confilcate and brought to 
devadation. 

Attg. Are you made all of UesI I know which 
way 
Your gilt-wing'd pieces flew ; I will no more, 
Be niockd by you ; be foiry for your riots, 
Tame your wild flefti by labour, eat the bread 
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Got with hard hands : let forrow be your whip 
To draw drops of repentance from your heart. 
When I read this araendraeni in your eyes, 
You (hall not want, till then, my pitie dies. Exti. 

Sfiv. Id not a Ihame, that this fcurvy Puerilii 
(hould give us leflons t 

Hir. 1 have dwelt, thou knowfl, a long lime in the 
Suburbs of the confcience, and ihey are ever bawdy ; ' 
but now my heart Ihall take a boufe within the walls of 
honefty. 

Enter Harpax aloof. 

Sp. O you drawers of wine, draw me no more to 
the bar of beggery ; the found of fcore a pottle of 
(ack, b worfe than the noife of a fcolding oyder 
wench, or two cats incorporating. 

Bar. This mull not be, I do not like when con- 
fcience 
Thaws ; keep her frozen flill : how now my maflers T 
Dejefled, droopinj;, drown'd in tears, clothes lorn. 
Lean and ill colojr'd, fighing! What's ihe whirl-wind 
Which raifeth all thefe mifchiefs T I have feen you 
Drawn better on't. O ! but a fpirit told me 
You both would come to this, when in you ihrull 
Your Iclves into the fervice of that l.ady, 
Who fliortly now mull die ; where's now her praying T 
What good got you hy wearing out your feet. 
To run on fcurvy errands to the poor. 
And to bear money lo a fort of rogues, 
And lowfje pritoners } 

Hir. Pox on 'em, I never profper'd fince I did it. 

Sp*tn. Had I been a Pagan lid, I could not have 
fpit white for want of drink ; but come to any Vintner 
now, and bid him trufl. me, becaufe I turn'd Chrillian, 
and he cries puh. 

Har. Y'are rightly ferv'd; before that pcevith 
Lady 
Had to do with you, women, wine, and money 
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Flow'd in abundance with you, did it not % 

Hir, Oh ! thofe dayes, ihofe dayes, 

Har. Beat not your breads, tear not your hair ini> 
madnefs, 
Thofe dayes (hall come again (be rul'd by me) 
And better, (mark me) better. 

Spun. I bave feen you fir, as I take it, an atten- 
dant un the Lord Theophilus. 

Itar. Yes, yes, in (hew his fervant : but bark 
hither, 
Take heed no body lillens. 

Spun. Not a Moufe airs. 

/far. I am a Prince difguis'd. 

Hir. Difguis'dt howl drunk* 

Nar. Yes my fine boy, He drink too, and be 

I am a Prince, and any man by me, 

(Let him but keep my rules) (hall foon grow rich, 

Exceeding rich, moft infinitely rich ; 

He that (hall ferve me, is not (larv'd from pleafures 

As other poor knaves are ; no, take their fill. 

Spun. But that fir, we are fo ragged 

I/ar. You'l fay, you'd ferve me. 

Nir. Before any mailer under the Zodiack. 

Har. For clothes no matter, I have a mind to both. 
And one thing I like in you, now that you fee 
The bonefire of jour Ladies (late burnt out, 
You give it over, do you noti 

Her. Let her be hang'd. 

SpiiH. And pox'd. 

Harp. Why now y'are mine. 
Come let my bofome touch you. 

Spun. We have bugs fir. 

Har. There's mony, fetch your clothes horoe, ' 
ther's for you. 

Nir. Avoid Vermine : give over our miflrefTe ! a 
man cannot profper worie, if he ferve the Deviil. 

Har. How ) the divel ! He tell you what now of 
tlie Divel ; 
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He^s no fuch horrid creature, cloven footed, 
Black, fauccr-cy'd, his nodrils breathing fire, 
As diefe lying Chrinians make him. 

Beth. No ! 

Bar. He's more loving to man, than man to man 
is. 

Hu: Is he To ! wud we two might come ac- 
qoainted with him. 

Har. You (hall ; he's a wondrous good fellow, 
loves a cup of wine, a whore, anything, if you have 
mony, its ten to one bm He bring him to fome 
Tavern to you, or other. 

Sp. He befpeak the bed room in 'th houfe for 



Har. 
Hir, 
Har. 

peace. 
Spun. 
Har. 
Sfi 



Some people he cannot endure. 
Wee'l give hiro no fuch caufe. 
He hates a Civil Lawyer, as a fouldier does 

How a Commoner f 
Loves him from the teeth outward. 
Pray my Lord and Prince, let me encounter 
yon with one foolilh queflion : does the Divel eat any 
Hmcc in's brolh T 

Her. Exceeding much, when his burtiing feaver 
takes him, and ihen he has the knuckles of a Bailiff, 
boy led to his breakfoll. 

Hir. Then my Lord, he loves a Catchpole, does 
he not^ 

Har. As a Bear-ward does a dog. A Catchpole ! 
he has fwom, if ever he dies, to make a Serieant his 
heir, and a Yeoman his overieer. 

Spun. How if he come to any great mans gate, 
will the Porter let him come in, fir) 

Har. Oh he loves Porters of great mens gates, 
becaufe they are ever fo near the wicket. 

Hir. Doe not they whom he makes much on, for 
aO his (Iroking their cheeks, lead heliifh lives under 
him? 

Har. No, no, no, no, he will be damned before 
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he hurts any man : do hut you (when you 
throughly acquainted with him) ask for any thing, fa 
if it does not come. 

Spun. Any thing ! 

Har. Call for a delicate rare whore, Ihe's brough 
you. 

Hir. Oh my elbow itches ; will [lie Divel keep tl 
door I 

Har. Be drunk as a beggar, he helps you home. 

Spun. O my fine divel ! fome watchman I was 
rant ; I wonder who's his Conilable 1 

Har. Will you fwear, roar, fwagger) he claps y 

Hir. How J ath' chops 1 

Har. No, ath' (boulder, and cries, O my braW 
boy. 
WiU any of you kill a man ? 

Spun. Yes, yes, I, I. 

Har. What is his word I hang, hang, tis nothing 
Or (lab a woman 1 

Bir. Yes, yes, I, I. 

Har. Here's ihe worll word he gives you, ; 
on't, go on. 

Hir. O inveigling rafcal I I am ravifhd. 

Har. Go, get your clothes, turn up your glafs p 

And let the fands run merrily ; nor do I care 
From what a lavilh hand your money flies, 
So you give none away, feed beggars. 

Hir. Hang 'em. 

Har. And to the fcrubbing poor. 

Hir. He fee 'era hang'd firlL 

Har. One fervice you mull do me. 

Both. Any Ihing- 

Har. Your raillrefs Dorothea, ere (he fuifers, 
Is to be put to tortures, have you hearts 
To tear her into (hreekes, to fetch her foul 
Up in the pangs of death, yet not to die. 

Hir. Suppofe this (he, aod that I had no hand 
here's ray teeth. 



The Virgin MarCir. 



59 

.eth, 



^UH. Suppofe this flic, and that I had 
here's my nails. 

Hir. But will not you be there fir? 

Ear. No, not for hils of Diamonds ; the grand 
Mafier 
Who fchools her in the Chriflian dtfcipline, 
Abhors my company, fliould I be there, 
You'd think aJl hell broke loofe, we fliould fo quarrel. 
Plie you this bufmefle ; he her flefh who fpares, 
Is loll, and in my love never more (liates. Exit. 

Spun. Here's a mailer you rogue. 

Hir. Sure he cannot chufe but have a horrible 
number of fervants. Exntat. 

Finis A^us tertii. 



Adus IV. Scene I. 

A bedthrvjl out, Antoninus upon itfick, with Pfiyfidatis 
about him, Sapritius and Macrinus. 

Sap. /^ You that are half Gods, lengthen that 

KJ life 
Their dietics lend us, turn ore all the volumes 
Of your myfterious ^Jmlapian fcience, 
'T encreafe the number of this young mans ilayes, 
And for each minute of his time prolong'd, 
Your fee Ihall be, a piece of Roman gold 
With Ceefan (lamp, fuch as he fends his Captains 
When in the wars they earn well : do but fave him 
And as he is half my felf be you all mine. 
I Dof}. What art can do, we promife, Phyficks hand 
As apt is to deflroy as to preferve. 
If heaven make not the medicine : all this while 
Out skill hath combat held with his difcafe^ 
But lis fo arm'd, and a deep melancholy, 
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To be fuch in part with death, we are in fear 
The grave mufi mock our labours. 

Mac. I have been 
His keqter in this ficknefle, with fuch eyes 
As I have feen ray mother watch ore me, 
And from that obfervation, fure I find, 
It is a midwife mud deliver him. 

Saf. Is he with chiJd 1 a midwife ! 

Mac. Yes, with child. 
And will I fear lofe life, if by a woman 
He is not brought to bed : fland by his pillow 
Some little while, and in his broken (lumbers. 
Him (hall you hear cry out on Dorothea, 
And when his arms (lie open to catch her, 
Clafmg together, he falls fad alleep, 
Pleas'd with embracings of her airy form ; 
PhyCtians but torment him, his difeafe 
Laughs at their gibtiih language ; let him hear 
The voice of Doroilua^ nay, but the name, 
He flarts up with high colour in his face. 
She or none cures him, and how that can be, 
{The PrincefTe ilridl command barring that happinefs) 
To me impo(rible feems. 

Sap. To me it (hall not 
He be no fubjeifl to the greatert Oefar 
Was ever crownd with Lawrel, rather then ceafe 
To be a father. 

Mac. Silence, fir, he wakes. 

Ante. Thou kild me, Dorothea, oh Dorothea. 

Mac. Shee's here, I enjoy her. 

Anion. Where? why do you mock met 
Age on my head hath duck no white hairs yet, 
Yet I'm an old man, a fond doting fool 
Upon a woman"; I to buy her beautie, 
(Truth I am bewitched) offer my life, 
And (lie for my acquaintance hazards hers. 
Yet for our equal fufferings, none holds out 
■ of pitie. 

Let him have fome raufick. 
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Ant. Hell on your (idling. 

Doll. Take again your bed, fir, 
Sleep is a Toveraign Phjfick. 

Ant. Take an affes head, fir, 
Coofufion on your fooleries, your charms. 
Thou flinking gli(ler-pipe : where's the god of refl. 
Thy puis, and bafe Apothecary drugs, 
Threatned to bring unto me 1 Out you impoftors, 
Quackfalving, cheating Moutitebanks, your skill, 
la to make found men fick, and fick men kill. 

Mac. O be your felf, dear friend. 

Ant. My felf, Macrinus ! 
How can I be my felf, when I am mangled 
Into a thoufand peeces 1 here moves my head. 
But where's my heart) Where ever, that lies dead. 

£.iter Sapritius, dragging in Dorothea by the hair, 
Angelo attending. 

Sap. Follow roe, thou damn'd forcerefs, call up 
thy fpirits, 
And (if they can) now let 'era from my hand 
Untwine thefe witching hairs. 

Ant. I am that fpirit : 
Or if I be not, (were you not my father) 
One made of iron (hould hew that hand in peeces, 
That fo defaces this fweet monument 
Of my loves beauty. 

Sap. Art ihou fick I 

Ant. To death. 

Sap. VVouldfl thou recover ? 

Ant. Would I live in blifsl 

Sap. And do ihine eyes llioot daggers at that man 
That brings thee health 1 

Ant. It is not in the world. 

Sap. Is't here ? 

Anion. O treafure, by enchantment lockt 
In caves as deep as hell, am I as near? 

S(^. Break that enchanted cave, enter, and rifle 
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The fpoils thy lull hunts after ; I dcfcenJ 
To a bafe office and become thy Pandar 
In bringing thee this proud Thing; make her th 

whore. 
Thy health hes here ; if (he deny lo give it. 
Force it ; imagine thou alTault'il a lowne 
Weak wall : loo't, 'tis thine own, beat but this down. 
Come, and (unfeen) be witneile to this batterie, 
How the coy flrumpet yeelds. 

Doii. Shall the boy aay, firl 

Sap. No matter for the boy. 
Pages are us'd to thefe odd bawdy 
Shufflings, anfi indeed, are thofe 
Little young fnakes in a Furies head 
Will fting worfe then the great ones ; 
Let the Pimp ftay. Examt afidt, 

Dor. O guard me Angels, 
What Tragedy mull begin now ) 

Ant. When a Tyger 
Leaps into a timerous heard, with ravenous Jaws, 
Being hunger llarv'd, what tragedy then begins 1 

Dor. Death, 1 am happy fo ; you hitherto 
Have ftill had gooclnefe (jiar'd within your eyes. 
Let not that orb be broken. 

Atig. Fear not Miflreffe, 
If he dare offer violence, we two 
Are (Irong enough for fucli a fickly man. 

Dor. What is your horrid puqjofe fir, your eye 
Bears danger in it 1 

Ant. I muff. 

Dor. What 1 

Sap. Speak it out. 

Aftt. Climb that fweet virgin tree. 

Sap. Plague a your trees. 

Ant. And pluck thai fruit which none (I thinl 
ever) tailed. 

Sap. A fouldier and (land fumbling fo. 

Dor. O kill me, Kneeh. 

And heaven will take it as a facrifice, 
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Bat if you play ihe Raviflier, there is 
A hell to fwailow you. 

Sap. Let her rwallow thee. 
Attt. Rife ; for the Roman Empire {Dorothea) 
I would not wound thine honour; pieafures forc'd 
Are unripe apples, fowr, not worth the plucking : 
Yet let me rell you, "tis my Fathers will, 
That I (hould feiie upon you as tnv prey, 
Which I abhor, as much as the biackeft fin 
*rhe villany of man did ever 3£X. 

Sapritius breaks in and Macrinus. 
Ang. Die happy for this language. 
Sap. Die a flave, 
A blockifh ideot. 

Mac. Dear fir, vex him not. 

Sap. Yes, and vex thee too ; both I think are 
geldings : 
Cold, phlegmatick badard, th'art no brat of mine ; 
Ooe fpark of me, when I had heat like thine. 
By this had made a bone-fire : a templing whore 
(For whom ih'an mad) thruft even into thine arms, 
And Aand'll ihou puling t Had a Tailor feen her 
At this advantage, he, with his erode capers. 
Had ruffled her by this ; but thou (halt curfe 
Thy dalliance, and here, before her eyes, 
Shalt tear thy fiefli in peeccs, when a (lave 
In hot lud bathes himfelf, and gluts thofe pieafures 
Thy niccnelle durft not touch. Call out a (lave. 
You Captain of our guard, fetch a flave hither. 
Ant. What will you do, dear fir % 
Sap. Teach her a trade, which many a one would 
learn 
In lede then half an hour, to play the whore, 

Enter a Slave. 

Miur. A flave is to me, what now 1 
Sap. Thou had bones and fledi 
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f Enough lo ply thy labour ; (rom what c 
f Wert thou lane prifoner, here to be our Have % 
Slave. From BritUin. 
Sap. In the Wcfl Oceau ] 
Slave. Yes. 
Sap. An Ifland ? 
Slave. Yes. 
Sap. I am fitted ; of all nations 
Dur Roman fworrfs ever conquer'^, none comes near 
' The Britiain for true whoring : firrah fellow, 
What wouldfl. thou do to gain thy Liberty 1 

Sla. Do I Liberty ! Fight naked with a Lion, 
Venture lo pluck a Randard from the heart 
Of an arm'd Legion : Liberty ! I'de thus 
Beftride a rampjre, and defiance fpit 
[: I'th face of death, then, when the battering Ram 
I Were fetching his carreer backward, to palli 

with his horns in peeces : to (hake my chains off, 
And that I could not do't but by ihy death, 
Sloodft thou on this dry (hore, I on a rock 
Ten Pyramedes high, down would I leap to kill thee, 
Or die my felf : What is for man to do, 
lie venture on, lo be no more a Have. 

Sap. Thou (halt tlien be no (lave ; for I will fet 
thee 
Upon a pecce of work is fit for nun, 
Brave for a Brittain : drag that thing afide. 
And ravifh her. 
Shn'e. And ravifii her I is this your manly 
fervice 1 
I. A Divel fcoms to doo 't ; tis for a bead, 
^ A villain, not a man : 1 am as yet 

t half a Have ; but when that work is pafl, 
. A damned whole one, a black ugly Have, 
The Have of all bafe flaves ; do't thy felf, Roman, 
Tis drudgery fit for ihee. 

Sap. He's bewitch'd too : 
Bind him, and with a Baftinado give him 
Upon his naked belly, 200. blows. 
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Sa. Thou art more Have then I. AwV carriai /v. 

Dor. Thai power fupernal, on whom waits my 
foul, 
Is Captain ore my cliaftity. 

Ant. Good lir, give ore, 
The more you wrong her, your (elfe's vex'd the more. 

Sap. Plagues light on her and thee : thus down I 
throw 
Thy harlot thus by the hair, nail her to earth. 
CaU in ten llaves, let evcRf one difcover 
What lua defires, and furfet here his fill : 
<^1 in ten flaves. 

Aug. They are come, fir, at your call 

Sap. Oh oh. Falls doum. 

Enter TTteophilus. 

TTtto. IVhere is the Govemour) 

Anl. There's my wretched father. 

Thea. My Lord Sapritius; he's not dead; my 
Lord: 
That Witch there. 

Ant. 'Tis no Roman Gods can llrike 
There fearfull terrors : O thou happy maid, 
Forpve this wicked purpofe of my father. 

Dor. I do. 

TTie. Gone, gone, he's peppered : 'tis thou 
Haft <!one this acl inferaall. 

J5or, Heaven pardon you. 
And if my wrongs from thence pull vengeance down 
(I can no miracles work) yet from my foul. 
Pray to thofe powers I ferve, he may recover, 

2Tu. He flirs, help, raiie him up ; tny Lord, 

Sap. ^\'here am 1 1 

TJu. One cheek is blaRed. 

Sap. Blafted ! Where's the Lamia 
That tears my entrails ? I'm bewitch'd ; (eize on her. 

Dor. I'm here, do what you pleafe. 

T/u. Spume her too 'th barre. 

Dor. Come boy being there, more near lo heaven 
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Sap, Kick harder, go out witch. Exatnl. 

Ant. O bloody hangman 1 thine own gods give 
thee breath, 
Each of thy tortors is my feverall deatli. Exit. 

Enter Harpax, Hircius mut Spungius. 

Har. Do you like my fervice now, fay am not I 
A mailer worth attendance. 

Spun. Attendance ! I had rather lick clean the 
folea of your dirtie boots, than wear the richeft fute of 
any infefled Lord, whofe rotten life hangs beiweea 
the I. Poles. 

Hir. A I^rds fute ! I would not give up the cloak 
of your fervice, to meet the fplay-foot eftate of any 
left-eyed knight above the Antipodes, becaufe they are 
unlucky to meet. 

Har. This day lie try your loves to me; 'tis 
oneiy 
But well to ufe the agility of your arms. 

Spun. Or legs, I am luay at them. 

Uir. Or any other member (hat has no legs. 

Spun. Tlioiil't run into fome hole. 

Hir. If I meet one thats more than ray matrh, 
and that I cannot Hand in their hands, I mull and 
will creep on my knees. 

Har. Hear me, my little teem of villains, hear me, 
I cannot teacli you fencing with thefe cudgels. 
Yet you mufl ufe them ; lay them on but loundly. 
That's all. 

Hir. Nay, if we come to mailing once, puh. 

Spun. But what IVall-nut-tree is it we mull beat? 

Har. Your milfreffe. 

Hir. Howl my millrefs! I begin to have a 
Chridians heart, made of fweel butter; I melt, I 
cannot llrike a woman. 

Spun. Nor I, unleffe fhe fcratch ; bum my 
miilrefle ! 

Har. Vare Coxcombs, filly animals. 
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Sir. Whatsthati 

Bar. Drones, Affes, blinded Moles, that dare not 
thrufl 
Your arms out to catch fortune ; fay you fall off. 
It mud be done ; you are converted Rafcals, 
And that once fpread abroad, why every (lave 
Will kick you, call you motley Chriftians, 
And half fac'd Chritlians. 

Sfun. The guts of my confcience begin to he of 
whit-leather. 

Sir. I doubt me I (hall have no fweet butter in 
me. 

Hot. Deny this, and each Pagan whom you 
meet, 
Shall forked fingers thrufl into your eyes, 

Hir. If we be Cuckolds. 

Mar. Do this, and every god the Gentiles bow to, 
Shall add a fathom to your line of years. 

Spun. A hundred fathom, I defire no more. 

Bir. I ilefire but one inch longer. 

Har. The Senators will, as you pafTe along. 
Clap you upon your fhoulders with this hand, 
And with this hand give you gold : when you are 

dead. 
Happy that man (hall be can get a nail, 

The paring , nay the dirt under tlie nail 

Of any of you both, to fay, this dirt 
Belonged to Spungius or Hircins. 

Spnn. They (hall not waul dirt under my nails, 1 
will keep them long of purpofe, for now my fingers 
itch to be at her. 

Hir. The fir(l ihing I do. He take her ore the lips. 

K^in. And I the hips, we may llrike any where. 

liar. Yes, any where. 

hir. Then I know where lie hit her. 

Har. Profper and be mine own ; fland by I mufl 
not 
•To fee this done, great bufintlle calls me hence ; 
He's made can make her curfe his violence. Exit, 
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Spu. Fear it not fir, her ribs iliall be bafted. 
Nir. He come upon her with rounce, robble- 
hobble, and thwick thwack thirlery bouncing. 

Enter Dorothea ltd Prifoner, a guard attetiding, t^_ 
hixniitnaH with cords in fome ugly fluipe,fets uj> a 
Piilor in ike midiile of the Jlage, Sapritius and 
Tkeophilmfil, Angela by her. 

Sap. According to our Roman cuflomes, bind 
That Chriaian to a PiUar. 

The. Infernal furies, 
Could they into my hand thnift all their whips 
To tear thy Beih, thy foul, 'lia not a torture 
Fit to the vengeance 1 ftiould heap on thee, 
For wrongs done me ; me 1 for flagitious faCls 
By thee done to our gods : yet (fo it fland 
To great Cafarea's Govemours high pleafure) 
Bow but thy knee to Iiipiter, and offer 
Any flight Sacrifice, or do but fwear 
By Oe/ars fortune, and be free. 

Sap. Thou (halt. 

Vor. Not for all Cwfan fortune, were it chain'd 
To more worlds, then are kingdomes in the world, 
And all ihofc worlds drawn after him ; I defie 
Your hangmen ; you now (hew me whither to flic. 

Sap. Are her tormentors ready ) 

Ang. Shrink not dear MidretTe. 

Beth. My Lord, wc are ready for the bufineflTe. 

Dor. You two ! whom I like follred children fed, 
And lengthened out your fl.arved li(e with bread t 
You be my hangman ! whom, when up the ladder 
Death hal'd you to be (Irangled, I fetch'd dowTi, 
Cloth'd you, and warni'd you, you two my tor- 
mentors t 

Both. Yes, we. 

Dor. Divine powers pardon you, 

^,7/. Strike. 

Jlrike at her : Angelo hiee/ing holds herjajl. 
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Thd. Beat out her brains. 

D^. Receive me, yoii bright Angels. 

Sap- Fader flaves. 

^un. Fader : 1 am out of breath I am fure ; if I 
W«re to beat a buck, I can drike no harder. 

fiir. O mine annes, I cannot lift 'em to my 
head. 
I Dor. Joy above joys ! are my tormentors weary 
In torturing me, and in my fulTerings 
I binting in no limb 1 tyrants drike home 
And fead your fury full. 

Thi. Thefe ilogs are curs, Come from Mis feat. 

Wljich fnari, yet bite not ; fee my Lord, her face 
Hath more bewitching beauty then before : 
Proud whore, it fmiles ; cannot an eye dart out 
With Ihefe ! 

JBr. No Cr. nor the bridge of her nofe fall, 'tis 
fidi of iron work. 

Sap. Lets view the eudgcls, are they not counter- 
feiL 

Ang. There fix thine eye dill ; thy glorious crown 

Not from fod pleafure, but by Mart>T(1ome. 
There fix thine eye dill, when we next do meet, 
Not thorns, but rofes fhall bear up thy feet : 
There fix thine eye dill. Exit 

Enltr }iaipa.]i/neaiifi^. 

Dor. Ever, ever, ever. 

Tht. We are mock'd, theCe bats have power to fell 
down gyants. yet her skin Is not fcarr'd. 

Sap. What rogues are thefe. 

7Xc. Cannot thefe force a fhreeke ) Btals tkem. 

Spun. O I a woman has one of my ribs, and now 
five more are broken. 

TAe. Cannot this make her roare. 

Beatt folher, he roarts. 

St^. Who hir'd Ihefe flaves ? What are they ) 
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Spun. We ferve that noble Gentleman there, h< 
entic'd us to this dry beating : oh for one half pot 

Har. My fervants I two bafe rogues, and foni< 
limes Tervanls 
To her, and for that caufe forbear to hurt her. 

Sap. Unbind her, hang up thcfe. 

The. Hang the two hounds on the next tree. 

Bir. Hang us 1 Mafter Harpax, what a diuel fliatf 
we be thus us'dt 

Har. What bandogs but you two, wud wony i 

Your Miilreffe 1 I but clapt you, you flew on : 
Say 1 fliould get your lives, each rafcal begger 
Would, when he met you, cry out hell houndm 

traitors 
Spit at you, fling dirt al you, and no woman 
Ever endure your fight : 'tis your beA courfe 
Now (had you fecrel Itniues) to (lab your felves, 
But fince you have not, go and be hang'd. 

Hir. I thank you. 

Har. "Us your bed courfe. 

The. Why ftay they trifling here) 
To gallows drag them by ihe heels ; away. 

Sp. By the heels ! No fir, we have legs to do i 
that fervice. 

Hir. 1, I, if no woman can endure iny fight, away 
with me. 

Har. Difpatch them. Exeunt, 

Spu. The Divel difpatch thee. 

Sap. Death this day rides in triumph ; Theophilus 
See this witch made away too. 

T/u. My foul thirfl^ for it ; 
Come 1 my felf thy hangmans part could play. 

Dor. O haflen me to my Coronation day. Mxit 

Enter Antoninus, Macrinus, /frv'jnfc. 

Ant, Is this the place, where virtue is to fuffer ? 
And heavenly beauty leaving this bafe earth, 
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To make a glad return from whence it camet 

Is it Miurima 1 Afeaffaltl Ihnijl forth. 

Mae. By this preparation 
You well may reft afTiiT'd, that Dorothea 
This hour is lo die here. 

Ant. Then with her dies 
The abilra^l of all fweetnefie that's in woman ; 
Set ine down friend, that ere the iron hand 
Of death dofe up mine eyes, they may ai once 
Take my laft leave both of this light, and her: 
For (he being gone, the glorious fun him(elf 
To me's Cymerian darknefle. 

Mae. Strange affection ! 
Cupid once more hath chang'd his fhafls with death, 
And kills inllead of giving life. 

Ant. Nay weep not. 
Though tears of frjendfhip be a foveraign balm, 
On me they are caft away,: it is decreed 
That 1 muA die with her, our clue of Lfe 
Was fpun together. 

Mae. Yet fir, 'tis my wonder. 
That you, who hearing onely what ihe fuffers, 
Pertakc of all her tortures, yet will be. 
To adde to calamide, an eyc-witnelFe 
Of her laft tragick fcene, which mull pierce deeper, 
And make the wound more defperate. 

Ant. O Afaeriuus, 
Twould linger out my torments elfe, not kill me, 
Which is the end 1 aim at, being to die too : 
What intlniment more glorious can I wifh for, 
Then what is made (liarp by my conftant love, 
And true affeiflion ; it may be, the duty 
And loyal fervice, with which I purfii'd her, 
And feald it with my death, will be remerabred 
Among her bielled ac\ions, and what honour 
Can I delire beyond it ? 
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Sitter a ^ard brining in Dorothea, a headfmt 
before her, folltruiai by Theophilus, Sapritius, 
Harpax. 

See fhe comes, 

How fweet her innocence appears, more like 

To heaven itfelf, then any factifice 

That can be offer'd to it. By my hopes 

Of joyes hereafter, the Tight makes me doubtfiiU 

In my beleef ; nor can I think our gods 

Are good, or to be ferv'd, that take delight 

In offerings of this kind, that to maintain 

Their power, deface the mailer-peece of nature. 

Which they themfelves come fhort of: flie afcends. 

And every Hep, raifes her neerer heaven. 

\Vhat god fo ere thou art, that mull enjoy her, 

Receive in her a boundleffe happineffe. 

Sap. Yqu are to blame 
To let him come abroad. 

Mac- It was his will, 
And we were left to fer\-e him, not command him. 

Ant. Good fir be not offended, nor deny 
Mv lad of pleafures, in this happy objeifi 
_ That I (hall ere be bleft with. 

T/ie. Now proud contemner 
Of us and of our gods, tremble to think. 
It is not in the power thou ferv'd to fave thee, 
Not all the riches of the fea. increas'd 
By violent diipwracks, nor the unfearched mines. 
Mammons unknown exchequer, (hall redeem thee : 
And therefore having fiHl with horror weigh'd 
What 'tis to die, and to die yoimg, to part with 
All pleafures and delights : laftly, to go 
Where all Antifai/iies to comfort dwell ; 
Furies behind, about thee, and before thee. 
And to add to affliflion, the remembrance 
Of the Elisian joies thou mightd have tafted. 
Hadft thou not turn'd Apodata to thofe gods 
That fo reward their fervants, let defpair 
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Prevent the hangmans fword, and on this fcaflbld 
Make thy firll entrance into hell. 

Ant. She fmiles, 
Vnmov'd by AUrs, as if (he were affur'd 
Death looking on her condaiicy, would foiget 
The ufe of his ineuitable hand. 

Tht, Derided too \ Difpatch I fay. 

Dcr. Thou foot 
That gloried in having power to rauilh 
A triflic frritn me I am weary of : 
What is this life lo me, not worth a thought; 
Or if to be efteem'd, 'tis that I loofe it 
To win a better : even thy malice ferves 
To me but as a ladder to mount up 
To fuch a height of hap|iincfTe where I (hall 
Look down with fcom on thee and on the world ; 
Where circi'd with true pleafures, plac'd aboue 
The reach of death or time, 'twill be my glory 
To think at what an eafie price I bought it. 
There's a perpetual! fpring, perpetuall youth, 
No joint benumming cold, nor fcorching heat, 
Famine nor age, have any being there. 
Forget for (liame your Tempe ; burie in 
Oblivion, your fain'd Hefperian Orchards : 
The Golden fniit kept by the watchful Dragon, 
Which did lequire Hercules to get it 
Compar'd with what grows in all plenty there, 
Deferves not to be nara'd. The power I ferve 
IdUghs at your happy Arable, or the 
Elitiart (hades, for he hath made his bowers 
Better indeed then you can fancy yours. 

Ant. O take me thither with you. 

Dor. Trace my (leps 
And be alTut'd you (hall. 

Sap With mine own hands 
He rather Hop that little breath is left thee, 
And rob thy killing feaver. 

7he. By no means, 
Let him go with her; do fediic'd young man, 
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And wait upon thy Saint in death, do. do, 

And when yoii come to ihat imagin'd place. 

That place of ail delights, pray you obferue me, 

And meet thofe cuifed things I once caUed daughterSi 

Whom I have fent as harbingers before you, 

If there be any truth in your religion. 

In thankfullnefle to me, that (with care) hallen 

Your journey thither, pray fend me forae 

Small pittance of that curious fruit yon boafl of. 

Ant. Grant that I may go with her, and I will. 

Sap. Wilt thou in thy lad minute, dam thy felf t 

The. The gates to hell are open. 

Do. Know ihou tyrant 
Thou agent for the divel thy great mader. 
Though thou art mofl unworthy to tade of it, 
I can and will. 



Enter Angelo in the Angels habit. 

Har. O ! mountains fall upon me, 
Or hide me in ihe bottom of the deep, 
Where light may never find me. 

The. What's the matter ! 

.Si^. This is prodigious, and confirms her witch- 

Tlie. ffarpax, my Hat-pax, fpeak. 

Har. I dare not flay : 
Should I but hear her once more, 1 were ioft. 
Some whirlwind fnatch me from this curfed place, 
To which compar'd, and with what now 1 fuffer, 
Hels torments are fweet (lumbers. Exit HarpaXi 

Sap, Follow him. 

The. He is diarafled, and 1 mud not lofe him. 
Thy charms upon my fervant, curied witch. 
Gives thee a Ihort reprieve ; let her not die 
Till my return. Exeimt Sap. and THeopk,^ 

Ant. She minds him not : what objefl 
la her eye fix'd on t 

Mac I fee nothing. 
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Ant. Mark her. 

Dor. Thou glorious miniAer of ihe power I ferve, 
(For thou art more then mortal) is'l for me, 
Poor finoer, thou art pleas'd awhile to leave 
Thy heavenly habitation 1 and vouchf.ifeft 
(Though glorified) to take my fervants hahit ; 
For put off thy divinity, fo look'd 
My lovely Angeio. 

Ang. Know 1 am the fame, 
And dill the fervant to your pietie. 
Your lealous prayers, and pious deeds firil won me 
(But 'twas by his command to whom you fent them) 
To guide your (leps. I tri'd your charity, 
When in a beggars Jhape you look me up, 
And cloth'd my naked lirabs, and after fed 
(As you beleev'd) my famith'd mouth. Learn all 
By your example, to look on the poor 
With gentle eyes ; for in fuch habits often 
Angels defire an alms. I never left you, 
Nor will I now ; for I am fent to carry 
Your pure and innocent loul to joyes etemall, 
Your martjrdome once futfer'd ; and before it, 
Ask any thing from me, and rell alTur'd, 
Vou (hall obtain it. 

Dor. I am largely paid 
For all my torments : fince I find fuch grace, 
Grant that the love of this young man to me. 
In whicli he langiiifheth to death, may be 
Chang'd to the love of heaven. 

Ang. I will perform it 
And in that indant when the fword fets free 
Your happy foul, his (hall have libertie. 
Is there ought elfe 1 

Dor. For proof that I foi^ive 
My perfecutor, who in fconi defir'd 
To tafte of that mod facred fruit I go to ; 
After my death, as fent from me, be pleas'd 
To give him of it. 

Ang. Willingly, dear millrefs. 
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Mae. I am amaii'd. 

Ant. I feel a holy fire. 
That yeelds a. comfortable heat within me : 
I am quite alter'd from the thing I was; 
See I can Hand, and go alone, thus kneel 
To heavenly Dorothea^ touch her hand 
With a religious kiffe. 

Ettler Sapritius and Theophilus. 

Sap. He is well now, 
But will not be drawn back. 

The. 
We can dtfcharge this work without his help. 
But fee your fon. 

Sap. Villain. 

Ant. Sir I befeech you, 
Being fo near our ends, divorce us not. 

Th£. lie quickly make a fepaiacion of 'em : 
Haft thou ought elfe to fay ) 

Dor. Nothing, but blame 
Thy lardinelle in (ending me to reft ; 
My peace is made with heavon, to which my foul 
Begms to take her flight : Hrike, O ftrike quickly ; 
And though you are unmov'd to fee ray death 
Hereafter, when my (\ory (hall be read, 
As they were prefent now, the hearers (hall 
Say this qI Dorothea, with wet eyes. 
She liv'd a Virgin, and a Virgin dies. 

Her headflriick off.. 

Ant. O take my foul along to wait on thine, 

Mac. Your fon links too. Antoninus ftnkt. 

Sap. Already dead ! 

The. Die all 
That are, or favour this accurfed feft : 
I triunipli in their ends; and will raife up 
A hill of their dead carkaffes, to orelook 
The Pyrenian hils, but lie root out 
Thefe fuperilitious fools, and leave the world 
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No name of Chriftian. 

Ij.-iud mufuk : exii Angelo, htf'ing firjl laid 
Aii, Aand upon their mouths. 

Sap. Ha, heavenly mulick. 

Jliac 'Tis in the air. 

The. Illufions of the Divcl, 
Wrought by lome witch of her Religion 
That fain would malce her death a miracle : 
It frights not me. Becaufe he is your Ton, 
Let bim have buriall, but let her body 
Be call forth with contempt in fome high-way, 
And be to Vulturus, a to dogs and prey. Exeunt. 

77u end of tfu fourth Ail. 



A6tus V. Scena I. 



Enter Theophilus in hisjludy. Booh about him. 
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IS't holy-day (O Cafar) thai thy fcrvant 
{Thy I'rovoft lb fee execution done 



On thefe bafe Chrif\ians in C^/area) 
Should now want work ? ilee]) thefe Idolaters, 
That none are (lining I As a curious Painter, Jii/es. 
Wlien he has made fome admirable piece, 
Stands off, and with a fearching eye examines 
Each colour, how 'tis fweetned, and then hugs 
Himfelf for his rare workman (hi p. — So here fits. 

Will I my Drolleries, and bloudy Laniskips 
(Long paflwrajjt up) unfold, to make me merry 
With fliadows. now I want the fubftances! Book: 

My Mufter-book of Hell-hounds ; were Ihe Chrillians, 
(Whofe names (land here) alive and arm'ri, not Rome 
Could move upon her hindges. What I have done 
Or (hall hereafter, is not out of hate 
To poor tormented wretches, no I am carried 
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With violence of zeal, and dreams of fervice 
I owe our Roman gods. Great Britain, what 
A thoufand wives with brats fucking their brefts, 
Had hot Irons pinch 'em otT, and ihrown to Twine ; 
And then their ilefh}' back-parts hewed with hatchets, 
Were minc'd and bak'd in pies to feed flar\-'d 

Chriilians. 
Ha, ha, 

Agen, agen, — Eafl-Anglas, — oh, Eaft-Angles 
Bandogs (kept three dayes hnngry) worried 
looo. Britilh Rafcals, dyed up, fat 
Of puipofe ftript naked, and difarm'd. 
I could outdare a year of (una and moons, 
To fit at ihefe fweet bul-bairings, fo I could 
Thereby but one Chriftian win to fall 
In adoration to my Juptlcr. Twelve hundred 
Eyes bnar'd with Augurs out ? oh ! eleven thoufand 
Torn by wild beads ; two hundred ram'd i'th earth 
To th' armpits, and full platters round about 'em, 
But far enough for reaching ; eat dogs, ha, ha, ha. Rife, 
'Tulh, ail ihefe tortures are but philliping, Confort. 
Flea-bitings ; I, before the dedinies Enter Angdo with 
My bottome did wind uj), would flefh my felf a basket 
Once more upon fome one remarkable fild itiith fruit 
Above all thefe ; this Chridian flut was well, and 

A pretty one ; but let fuch horror follow ftowers. 

The next I feed with torments, that when Rome 
Shall heare it, her foundation at the found 
May feel an earth-quake. How now J Mufek. 

Arig. Are you amaz'd Sir — fo great a Roman 
fpirit 
And does it tremble ! 

The. How cam'll thou in I to whom thy biifi- 
neflel 

Ang. To you : ' 
I had a midreffe late fent hence by you 
Upon a bloudy errand, you entreated 
That when flie came into that bleffcd Garden 
Whither fhe knew Ihe went, and where (now happy) 
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She feds upon al! joy, ihe would fend to you 
Some of that garden fruit and Howers, which here 
To have her promiie fav'd, are brouglit by me. 

TTu. Cannot I fee this Garden \ 

Ang. Yes if the Maaer 
Will give you entrance. Augeh vanifiteth. 

The. Tis a tempting fruit, 
And the moll bright cheek'd child I ever vicwd ; 
Sweet fmelling goodly fruit ; what flowers are thefet 
In Dioclrfians Gardens, the mo(l heautiotis, 
Compar'd with ihefe, are weeds ; is it not February 1 
The fecond day Ihe died ! Frofl, Ice, and Snow 
Hang on the beard of Winter ; where's the fun 
That guilds this fummer ; pretty fweet boy, fay, in 

what Country 
Shall a man find this garden — , my delicate boy, gone ! 

Vantlhed ! 
Within there, yulianus and Geta. — 



Enter two fervanU. 

Both. My Lord. 

The. Are my gates lliutl 

I. And guarded. 

The. Saw you not — a boy 1 

a. Where ) 

The. Here he entred, a young Lad, looo bleffings 
danc'd upon his eyes, a fmooth fac'd glorious Thing, 
that brought this basket. 

I. No fir. Exeunt. 

The. Away, but be in reach, if my voice calls you. 
No ! vanifh'd, and not feen 1 be thou a fpirit 
Sent from that witch to niock me, 1 am fure 
This is cfientiall, and how ere it grows, 
Will talle it Eals. 

Har. Ha, ha, ha, ha, Harpax within. 

The. So good, ile have fome more lure. 

Har. Ha, ha, ha, ha, great Uckorilh fool. 
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Tlu. What art thou T 

ITiir. A Fifherman. 

The. What doeil thou catch ? 

Har. Souls, fouls, a lilh call'd fouls. 

Bnifr afervant. 

TTie. Grla. 

I. My Lord. 

Har. Ha, ha, ha, ha. within. 

The. What infolent flave is this dares laugh 
at mel 
Or what ill the dog grins at fo I 

I. 1 neither know (my Lord) at what, nor.whon;! ; 
I for there is none without, but my fellow Iidianin, and 
I he is making a Garland for lupiUr. 

T%e. JupilerX alt within me is not well. 
And yet not fick. 

Har. Ha, ha, ha, ha. lewder. 

The. What's thy name flave 1 

Har. Go look. At dm end. 

I. Tis Harpax voice. 

ne. Harpax f go, drag the caitiff to my foot, 
i That I may flamp upon him, 

Har. Fool, thou lied. At tother oid. 

I. Hee's yonder now, my Lord. 

The. Watch thou that end, 
Whilll I make good this. 

Har. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. At the middle. 

Theoph. Hee's at Barli-break, and the laft couple 
arc now in hell : cxitferuant. 

Search for him. All this ground me thinks is bloudy, 
And pav'd with thouianda of thofe Chrillians eyes 
Whom I have tortur'd, and they flare upon me. 
What was this apparition % fure it had 
A Ihape Angelical ; mine eyes {though dazled 
And danted at fird fight) tell me, it wore 
A pair of glorious wings ; yes they were wings, 
And hence he flew ; 'tis vanillied. lupHer ' 

For all my (acrifices done to him 
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Never once gave me (inile ; how can (lone fmile, 

Mufick. 
Or woodden image laugh ? ha I I remember 
Such mufick gave a welcome to my ear, 
When the fair youth came to me : 'tis in the air 
Or from fome better place ; a power divine, 
Through my dark ignorance on my foul does flilne, 
And makes me fee a confcience all lUin'd ore, 
Nay drown'd, and damn'd for ever in Chriflian gore. 

Har. Ha, ha, ha. Within. 

Tht. Agen ? what dainty rellilh on my tongue 
This fruit hath left ! fome Angel halh me fed ; 
If fo toolhfull, I Hill be banqueted. Bats another. 

.SnArUarpax in a Jearful fliape, fire flajhing out of 
ihejludy. 

Har. Hold. 

The. Not for Cafar. 

Har. But for me thou (halt. 

The. Thou art no twin to him that lafl was here. 
Tou powers, whom my foul bids me reverence, 
Guard me : what art thou \ 

Har. I'm thy raafler. 

The. Mine. 

Har. And thou ray everlafling flave : that Harpnx, 
Who hand in hand hath led thee to thy hell, 
Ami. 

The. Avant. 

Har. I will not j cail thou down 
That basket with the things in 't, and fetch up 
What thou hall fwallowed, and dien take a drink 
Which I (hall give thee, and I'm gon. 

The. My fruit I 
Does this offend thee % fee. 

Har. Spit it to the earth, 
And tread upon it, or I'le peece-meal tear thee. 

The. Art thou with this afirighted J fee, here's 
more. jlmuen. 
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Har. Fling them away, lie take ihee elfe and 
hang thee 
In a contorted chain of Ificles 
I'th frigid Zone : down with them. 

The. At the boltome. 
One thing I found not yet, fee a croffe of flowers. 

Hat. Oh, I'me tortor'd. 

The. Can this do't ? hence, thou Fiend infernal, 
hence. 

Har. Clafp lupitfrs Image, and away with that. 

The. At thee ile fling that lupiler; for me thinks 
I ferve a better Mailer : he now checl(s me 
For murthering my two daughters, put on by thee ; 
By thy damn'd Rhetoricic did I hunt the hfe 
Ol Dorothea., the holy Virgin Martyr, 
She is not angry with the axe nor me, 
But fends Ihefe prefents to me ; and ile travel 
Ore worlds to find her, and from her white hand 
To beg forgivenefa, 

Har. No, ile bind thee here. 

The. I ferve a (Irength above thine : this fraall 
weapon 
Me thinks is armour hard enough, 

Har. Keep from me. finks a little. 

The. Art polling to thy center? down, hel-hound, 
down. 
Me haft thou lofl ; that arm which hurls thee hence, ] 
Save me, and fei me up the ftrong defence 
In the fair ChriJlians quarrel. 

Enter Angeh. 
Aug. Fix thy foot there ; 
Nor be thou (haken with a Cafars voice. 
Though thoufand deaths were in it ; and I then 
Will bring thee to a River, that (hall wa!h 
Thy bloudy hands clean, and more white then (now ; 
And to that Garden where thefe bled things grow, 
And to that martyr'd Virgin, who hath fent 
That heavenly token to thee ; fpread this brave wing 
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And fcrve ihen C<sfar a fa/ greater Kiog. 

The. It is, it is fome Angel ; vaniih'd again ! 
Oh come back, ravifliing boy, bright meHetiger ; 
Thou hafl (by thcfe mine eyes fixt on thy beauty) 
Illumined all my foul : Nonr look I back 
On my black tyrannies, which as they did 
Out-dare the bloudiefl, thou bleft fpirit that leads 

Teach me what I mud do, and to do well, 

That my Lift adl the bell may paralell. Exit 

EtOer Dioclefian, Maximlnus, Ejiire, Pontus, Macedon, 

meaing Artemia ; aiten4ants. 

Art. Glory and Conqueft (Ull attend upon 
Triumphant Cmfar. 

Dioe. Let thy with (fair daughter) 
Be eejually divided ; and hereafter 
Learn thou to know and reverence Maximiimt, 
^Vhofe power, with mine united, makes one Ca/ar. 

Max. But that I fear 'twould be held flattery, 
The bonds confider'd in which we Hand tied, 
As !o\-e, and Empire, I ihould fay, till now 
I nere had feen a Lady I thought worthy 
To be my MiflretTe. 

Art. Sir, you (hew your felf 
Both Courtier and Souldier ; but take heed. 
Take heed my Lord, though my dull pointed beauty, 
Stain'd by a harlh refufall in my fervant, 
Cannot dart forth fuch beams as may inflame 70U, 
You may encounter fuch a powerful! one, 
That with a pleafing heat will thaw your heart, 
Though boimd in ribs of Ice ; love ftill is love, 
His Bow and Arrows are the fame ; great Julius, 
That to his fucceffors let the name of Ca/ar, 
Whom war could never tame, that with dry eyes 
Beheld the large Plains of Pharfalia, cover'd 
With the dead Carkafles of Senators 
And Citizens of Rome, when the world knew 
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No other Lord but him, (Inick deep in years too, 

(And men ^ay hair'd for;get the lufts of youth) 

After all this, meeting fair Cleopatra, 

A fuppliant to the Magick of her eye, 

Even in his pride of conqueft, took him captive ; 

Nor are you more fecuic. 

Max. Were you defonn'd, 
{But by the gods you are moft excellent) 
Your gravity and difcretion would orecome me, 
And I [hould be more proud in being a prifoner 
To your fair virtues, then of all the honours, 
Wealth, title, Empire, that my (word hath purchas'd. 

Dioc. This meets my wilhes; welcome it, Ar- 

With out-llretch'd arms, and (ludy lo forget 

That Antoninus ever was ; thy fate 

Referv'd thee for this better choice, embrace it. 

Ep. This happy match brings new nerves to give 
flrength 
To our continued league. 

Mated. Hymen himfelf 
Will bleffe this marriage, which we will folemnize 
In the prefence of thefe Kings. 

Pan. Who reft mod happy. 
To be eye-wiineiles of a match that brings 
Peace to the Empire. 

Dioc. Wc much thank your loves : 
But where'a Sapritius our Govemour, 
And our moft zealous Provoil, good Theophilui t 
If ever Prince were bleil in a true fervant, 
Or could the gods be debtors to a man, 
Both they, and we, (land far ingag'd to cherifh 
His piety and (ervice. 

Art. Sir, the Govemour 
Brooks fadly his fons loffc, although he lum'd 
Apoflata in death ; but bold TIteophiius, 
Who, for the fame caufe, in my prelence feal'd 
His holy anger on his daughters hearts. 
Having with tortures firft tried to convert her, 
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Drag'd the bewitching ChriHian to the fcaffold, 
And faw her loofe her head. 

Dio. He is all worthy, 
And from his own mouth I would gladly hear 
The manner how (he fuffer'd. 

Art 'Twill be delivered 
With fiich contempt and fcom (I know his nature) 
Thai rather 'twiil beget your highneffe laughter, 
Then the leall pitie. 

Enter Theophilus, Sapritius, Macrinus. 

Dioc. To that end I would hear ft. 

Art. He comes, with him the governour, 

Dio. O Sapritius, 
I am to chide you for your tenderaeffe j 
But yet remembring that you are a father, 
I wiU forget it : good Theophilus, 
I will fpeak with you anone ; nearer your ear. 

to Sapritius. 

Til. By Antoninus foul, I do conjure you. 
And though not for religion, for his friendHiip, 
Without demanding what's the caufe that moves me, 
Receive my fignet, by the power of this. 
Go to my prifons, and releafe all Chriflians 
That are in fellers there by my command. 

JIfM. But what fhall follow 1 

7X<. Hade then to the port, 
You there (halt find two tall (hips ready rigg'd, 
In which embark the poor diHreHed fouls, 
And bear them from the reach of tyranny ; 
Enquire not whither you are bound, the Diety 
Thai they adore will give you profperous winds, 
And make your voyage fuch, and largely pay for 
Your hazard, and your travel : leave me here; 
There is a fcene that I mull afl alone. 
Hafle good Afacrinus, and the great God guide yoiL 

Mac. He undertak't, there's fomething prompts me 
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"Tis to fave innocent blood, a Saiot-like aifl ; 

And to be merdfull, has never been 

By mortal men themfelves efteemed a fin. Exit Mac. 

Dioc You know your cliarge. 

Sap. And will with care obferve it 

Dioc. J'or I profeffe, he is not Ciefars friend. 
Thai fheds a tear for any torture that 
A Chriftian fuffers : welcome, my beft fervant, 
My carefiill zealous Provoft, thou hall toild 
To fatisfie my will, though in extreams, 
I love thee £07*1; thou art firm rock, no changeling : 
Prithee deliver, and for my fake cIo it, 
Without eitceffe of bittemefle, or fcoffes, 
Before my brother and thefe Kings, how took 
The Chriftian her death. 

The. And fuch a prefence 
Though every private head in this large room 
Were citci'd round with an imperial! crown. 
Her flory will deferve, it is fo fall 
Ofexcellency and wonder. 

Dioc. Ha I how's this ? 

The. O mark it therefore, and with that attentioa. 
As you would hear an EmbafTie from heaven 
By a wing'd Legate ; for the truth delivered, 
Both how and what this blefled virgin fuffered ; 
And Dorothea but hereafter nam'd, 
You will rife up with reverence ; and no more, 
As things unworthy of your thoughts, remember 
What the canoniz'd Spartan Ladies were, 
Which tying Greece fo boarts of; your own Matrons, 
Your Roman Dames, whofe figures you yet keep 
As holy relicks, in her hillory 
Will find a fecond Um : Gracchus, Corndia, 
Paulina^ that in death defir'd to follow 
Her husband Seneca, nor Brutus Portia, 
That fwallow'd burning coles to overtake him, 
Though all their feveral worths were given to one. 
With this is to be mention'd. 

Max. Is he mad % 
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Dice. Why they did die TTteopkihis, and boldly. 
This did no more. 

The. They oul of defpeiation, 
Or for vain glory of an after name. 
Parted with life : this had not mutinous fons. 
As the rafli Graechi were ; nor was this Saint 
A doting mother, as Cornelia was : 
This loft no husband, in whofe overthrow 
Her wealth and honour funk, no fear of want 
Did make her being tedious ; but aiming 
At an immortall crown, and in his caufe 
Who oncly can bellow it, who fent down 
Legions of minillring Angels to bear up 
Her fpotiefs foul to heaven ; who entertain'd it 
With choice celeftial mufick, equail to 
The motion of the fpheres, Ihe uncompel'd 
Chang'd this life for a better. My Lord SaprUius 
You were prefent at her death, did you ere heare 
Such ravifliing founds t 

Sap. Yet you faid then it was witchcrafi, 
And divellilh illufions. 

7^. I then heard it 
With fmfull ears, and belch'd out blafphemous words 
Againft his Dietie, which then I knew not, 
Nor did believe in him. 

Die. Why doll thou now t Or dar'ft thou in out 
hearing t 

TSfi Were my voice 
As loud as is his thunder, to be heard 
Through all the world, all Potentates on earth 
Ready to burft with rage Ihoidd they but hear it. 
Though hell to aid their malice lent her furies, 
Yet I would fpeak, and fpeak again, and boldly ; 
I am a Chriftian, and the powers you worlhip 
But dreams of fools and madmen. 

Max. Lay hands on him, 

IHoc. Thou twice a child (for doring age fo makes 
thee) 
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Thou could'fl. not elfe, thy pilgrimage of life 
Being almofl paffed through in the lail moment, 
Deftroy what ere thou haft done good or great ; 
Thy youth did promife much, and grown a man, 
Thou madeft it good, and with encreafe of years 
Thy anions flill better'd : as the Sun 
Thou didil rife glorioufly, keptll a conflant courfc 
In all thy journey, and now in the evening, 
When thou (houldA pafs with honour to thy red. 
Wilt thou tall like a Meteor ) 

Sap. Yet confefs 
That thou art mad, and that thy tongue and heart 
Had no agreement. 

Max. Do, no way is left elfe. 
To fave thy life, Ttitophilus. 

Dio. But refufe it, 
Deftruflion as horrid and as fuddain 
Shall fall upon thee, as if hell Hood open, 
And thou wert fmking thither. 

The. Hear me yet, 
Hear for my fervice pad. 

Art. What wiU he fay ? 
The. As ever I deferv'd your favour, 
me, 
And grant one boon, 'tis not for life I fue for ; 
Nor is it fit, that I, that nere knew pitie 
To any Chriflian, being one my felf. 
Should look for any : no, I rather beg 
The utmofl of your cruelty ; I (land 
Accomptable for thoufand Chriflians deaths; 
And were it poflible that I could die 
A day for every one, then live again 
To be again tormented, 'twere to me 
An eafie pennance, and I fliould pafle through 
A gentle cleanfing fire ; but that denied me. 
It being beyond the ftrength of feeble nature. 
My futc is, you would have no pitie on me : 
In mine own houfe Uiere are a thoufand engines 
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Of (ludied cnieltie, which I did prepare 
For miferable Chriftiaiis, let me feel, 
As the Sicilian did bis Brazen Bull, 
The horridil you can find, and 1 will fay 
In death that you are mercifull. 

Dioc. Defpair not. 
In this thou rfialt prevail ; go fetch 'em hither : 

Some go for the nuk. 
Death (hall put on a thoufacd (hapes at once, 
And fo appear before thee, racks, and whips, 
Thy flefli with burning pinfors torn, fliall feed 
The fire that heats them, and what's wanting to 
The torture of thy body, I'le fupply 
In punilliing thy mind : fetch all the ChriRians 
That are in hold and here, before his face, 
Cut 'em in pieces. 

TTu. 'Tis not in thy power, 
It was the firll good deed I ever did ; 
They are remov'd out of thy reach ; how ere 
I was determin'd for my fins to die, 
I firil took order for their liberty, 
And ftill I dare thy word, 

Dioc. Bind him I fay. 
Make every artery and finew crack, 
The flave that makes him give the loudeft Ihrike, 
Shall have ten Ihoufand Drachms : wretch lie force 

thee 
To ci'^e the power thou worfliip'ft. 

Tite. Never, never. 
No breath of mine (hall ever be fpent on him. 

They torment Mm, 
But what (hall fpeak his Majedy or mercy : 
I am honour'd in my fufferings ; weak tormentors, 
More tortiu'es, more : alas you are unskilfull. 
For heavens fake more, my breall is yet untorn : 
Here purchafe the reward that was propounded. 
The Irons cool, here are arms yet, and thighs, 
Spare no part of me. 



J 
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Max, He endures beyond 
The fufferance of a man. 

Sap. No figh nor groan 
To witneffe he has feeling. 

Dioc. Harder villains. 

Enter Harpax. 

Har. Unleffe that he blafpheme, he's loft fot 

ever: 

If torments eVar could bring forth defpair. 

Let thefe compell him to it : oh me 

My ancient enemies again. falls down. 

Enter Dorothea in a white Robe, Crowns upon her- 
Robe, a Cro wn upon her head, lead in by the A ngel, 
Antoninus, Calille, and ChiiCieta., /o/lirwing alt m 
while, but leffe glorious, the An^el with a Crovm 
for him. 

The. Mod glorious Vifion, 
Did ere fo hard a bed yeeld man a dream 
So heavenly as this 1 I am confirm'd, 
Confirm'd you blelTed fpirits, and make haft 
To take that Crown of immortality 
You offer to me ; death, till this bleft minute 
I never thought thee flow pac'd, nor could I 
Haften thee now, for any pain I fuffer. 
But that thou keepft me from a glorious wreath, 
Which, through this (lormy way, I would creep to, 
And humbly kneeling with humili^r wear it. 
Oh now I feel thee, blefled fpirits I come. 
And witneffe for me all thefe wounds and fcais, 
I die a fouldier in the Chtiftian wars. dies. 

Sap. I have feen thoufands toitur'd, but ne're 
yet 
A conftancy like this. 

Har. I am twice damn'd. 
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Ang. Hafle to thy place appointed, curfed fiend, 
In fpite of hell this fouldier*s not thy prey, 
Tis I have won, thou that haft loft the day. 

Exit AngdOy the divdl finks with lightning. 
Dio. I thisk the center of the earth be crackt, 
Yet I (land ftill unmov'd, and wil go on ; 
The perfecution that is here begun, 
Through all the world with violence fhall run. 

Flouri/h, Exeunt, 



FINIS. 






^ 



Brittannia's Honor : 

Brightly Shining in feuerall Magnificent 

Shewes or Pageants, to Celebrate the Solemnity of 

the Right Honorable Richard Deane, 

Al his Inauguration into the Majoralty of the Ho- 
nourable Citty of London, on Wednefday, . 
0(5toberthe agih. 1628. 



Al tbc particular Coft, and Charges of the Righl Watfhip- 
futl, Woithj, and Ancient Sodely oi StinHers. 



I, Kb, 7, ^p,i.l;iiTfiuIir,Mae'Kictamii 



Inuented by Tho. Dekker. 



Impriolcd at London by Nicholas Oka and lokn Nfftion. 1618. 



To the Right Hono- 

rable Richard Deane Lord Maior of the 

mod Renowned Citty of London : And to the 

two worthy Sheriffes, Mr. Rowlatid Badchoufe, 

and Mr. William Ailon. 



ire {this Yeare) the Subiea of my Verfe, 
I In Vou lye hid the Fires which heate my 
Braitits, 
__^^____ T,' you, my Songs Triumphant I rehearfe : 
From you, a ih.onkes Irings m a golden Gaines, 
Since You are then the Glory of my Mufe, 
But You, ivhom eanjheefor iter Patrons ehufe t 

Whilft I reft, 

Deueted 

To your Lordfhip, 

And Worjkips 

In all feruice, 



Tko. Dekker. 




ri. 



w^ 



Brittannia s Honor : 

Brightly (hining io feueral! Magni- 
ficent Shewes or Pageants, to Celebrate 
Ihe Solemnity of the Right Honorable Ri- 
chard Drane, at his Inauguration 
into the Majoralty of the Honorable 
Citty of London, on Wenfday 
the 29. of OHober. i6a8. 

t Honor can bee greater to a KiHgdeme, 

in to haue a Ciity for btauty, able to 

I match with the Faireji in the World ) A 

] Citty, renoyiiud Abroad, admired at Home. 

Leiuion, and her Royall Daughter ( Wejlmitifler) are 
the Kfprefentatiue body of the general State j for, here 
our JCings and Que^ncs keepe their Courts ; heere are 
our Princes, the Pitres, Nobility, Gentry, Lords Spiri- 
ttieiU and Temporal!, with the Numerous Commu- 
nally. 

London in Forraine Countries ir called the Queene 
of Cities, and the Queene-motker ouer iier owne. She 
is her Kings Chamber-royall, his GoliUn-Key: His 
Sice-/wufe : The Magazitie of Mercltandise ; the MiJ- 
tris of Sciences ; a Nurfe to all the Shieres in England. 

So famous (hee is for her Buildings, that TYoy has 
leap'd out of her own Cinders, to build Her Wals. 
So remarkable for Priority and Power, that hers is the 
MoAer-wheele of the whole Kingdome ; As thai 
moues, Io the maine Engine works. 
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London is Admiral/ ouer the Nauy royal! of Cities : 
And as (he fayles, the whole Fhde of them keepe 
their courfe. 

Fully to write downe all the Titlu, Stiles, and 
Honors of this our Metropolis, would weary a 1000. 
pennes : Apollo fhall haue a New Garland of Bayes, 
to vndertake it. 

As thus in State, (hee her felfe is Glorious j fo haue 
all our Kings held it fit to make her chiefe Ruler emi- 
nent, and anfwerable to her greatne/se. The Praloriaii 
Dignity is therefore come from tlie ancient Romans, to 
inuefl with Robes of Honor, our Lord Maior of 
London : Their Confuls are our Sheritfes ; their Sena- 
tors our Aldermen. 

The extention of a Lord Maiors power, is euery 
yeare ,to bee feene both by Land and Water : Downe 
as low as Lee in Effex : Vp, as high as Stanes in 
Afiddl^ex: In both which places, he keepes perfonall 
Courts. His Houfe is a Chanecry : He the Chancel- 
lor to mittigate the fury of Law : Hee the Moderator' 
between e the griping ktch and the wrangling Poore. 

All the City-Orphans call him Futher: All the 
Widdowes call him their Champion. His Table lyes 
fpread to Courtiers, and Free to all Gentlemen oi 
falhion. 

More to Proclaime his Greatneffe, what Vice-roy is 
inftall'd with louder popular acclamations ) What 
Deputie to his Soueraigne goes along with fuch 
Triump/ies i To behold thero, Kmss, Queenes, 
Princes, and Embaffadors (from all parts of the 
World) haue with Admirarion, reioyced. 

Thefe Triumfhall pafsages are full of Magnifieenet 
for State, Munificence for Coil, and Ben^ficrnct for 
doing good. For. befides all the twekie Companies, 
■(euery one of which is a gayner by this imployment :) 
it would puzzle a good memory to reckon vp all 
ihofe Trades-men (with other extraordinary Profeliion 
which liue not in the City) who get money by thiii 
AftioD. 
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Then by this meanes, are eucry Ycare added to 
thofe that were before, three Faire, Spacious, and 
Fallacious Houfes, Beautified, Painted, and Adorned. 

The Lord Haior of London (like a Prince) hath 
likewife his Variety of Noble Recreations t As 
Hunting, Shooting, WrafUing, before him, and fuch 
like. 

Thus hauing (as it were in Lantfchip) a farre off 
thewne you the Toppes onely of our City-Buildings ; 
and in a little Picture drawne the Face of her Autho- 
rity, giuing but a glimpfe of her Pnttor as hee pafles 
by ; let mee now open a Booke to you, of ail thofe 
Ceremonies, which this great Feslimll day hath pro- 
uided to Attend vppon him, and doe him Honor. 



Tiufirjl Shew, is at/led a Sm-Confmi. 

The 6r(l Salutation being on the Water, is fumifiied 
with Perfons and Properties fitting the quality of that 
Clement. An Artificiall Rocke therefore is queintly 
contriued ; On whofe highefl. Afcent fits Amphitrite 
Queene of the Seas, habited to her State ; a Mantle 
frindg'd with filuer crofling her Bodyt Her hayre long, 
and difheuelled, on her head, a phantaAicke drelTing 
made out of a Filhes writhen (hell, interwouen with 
Feaile, the Ihell is filuer, on the top of it ilands an 
Artificiall moouing Tortoyfe : On each fide of her, 
fwimme two Mermaidcs. Thefe two intic'd by the 
variety of fcuerall inRrumenis (ecchoing to one 
another) haue followed the Sea-Soueraigne, and waite 
vppon her, as Maides of Honor, 

Kound about the Rocke are Sea-Nimphes, and in 
places conuenient for Ihem are bellowed our three 
famous Riuers, Humbcr, Trent, and Siuerne, aptly 
attired according to the quality of (uch Marine Per- 
foo^ who play vpon Cornets. 




HAile worthy Prietor, {Haile Graiu Senators) 
Tlie Queene ^Waues {leaning Gray Neptunes 

Sowres) 
Waites here (Faire Lord) to feme you. Fames R&^ 

port, 
{So/arre as old Oceanus Chrislall Courf) 
What Tryumphes Coreraony forth would Coil 
To SweU the loyes of This Grand Feftiuall, 
Inti^de me with my Mennaydes and a Traine 
Of Sea-Nymphes hither. Here {this day) fhaU 

Reigne 
Fleafures in State Mateflicke : And to lend 
A brighter Splendor to them, do Attend 
Three of my Nobletl Children, Humbcr, Trent, 
And Seueme {Glorious made by Fimi/hmenl.) 
The Siluer footed Thames (my ddeflfonne) 
To Grace your Trjumphes, by your BATge^^aH rurme. 

Your Fortunes {led by a whitt'handed Fate 
Vp to this Hi^h Fame) J Congratulate : 
Glad am I to behold you Thus Set Round 
With Glories, Thus with Aeclamatians CroTtrnd, 
So Circled, and Hembd in, on Eueryjide 
With Eechoing Mufuke, Fifhes eueti take pride 
To Swimme along, and Hfleti, Got, and 7aAe 
The Dignity flayes for you, IVhilfl / make 
Smooth way Before you, on This Glafsy Floore, 
Veering your glad Arriuall to the Shore. 

7o Honors Temple now you haue notfarre, 

JIye,and Come bache more GitsA than yet yott Are. 
On, 



1 




And fo the Cornets playing one to Another, they J 
goe forward. If her Maleflie be pleafed on thel 
Water, or Land, to Honor Thefe Tryumphes with her'] 
Prefence; This following Speech in French is then"! 
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deliuered to her, with a Booke of _ihe Prerentations, 
All the Couer, being let thicke with. Fkwre de Luca 



Madame, 

VO'm, maintenani Us Qua/re EUmtnte'. qui- pes 
Atiendent pcur vous Jaire Honneur. VitA'tJl 
Couyerle de T^iompltes fiottans, pour Dancer en L'Air: 
E L'Air eft Rmply de Mile Echos, &- Retattit de i'a 
doulee Mujlque, que Itur veix refonne, pour Attirer vb's- - 
arftllet/auomi/cs 4 les Efcouter. Puis vous auez fur 
ia Terre dix mille Mains qui vous Applandiffeiit pour 
lay 6* Allegreffe queUes rtJ)eHtmt de voir iHiftre Maiefte 
dans la Ville. VElenunt du Feu, Bruit &• Tonne 
veftre Bien Venue. Vos Subjelis accourent d, grand 
Fsulle, rauis de voir les Graces qui mit choifi leur 
Threfnefur vojlre Front. Toutes ia Deliees d" Amour 
ft lowinl fur vos paupieres. La Hofe d'An^ieterre,&'les 
JFtatrs de lis de France Smtrtbaijent fur le Vermeil de 
vos lauis. Soyes Saine comme le prinlemps, Giorieufe 
comme L'EJle, Aufaul FruiUufe que la vi^e. Que 
Seurte guarde, &• Enuironne voflre Chariot le lour : 
Et le Sommeil dore Drefje &• ortie voflre Ckambre de 
Ifui£t. Viuez longuemerit : Viuez Heureuze : Viues 
aimee, &• Cherie. Bonte vous guarde ; Vertu vous 
Couromie; El Us Anges vous guident. 

Tims Englifhed 
RovALt. Ladv, 

BEhold, the foure Elements waite vpon you to do 
you Honor: Water hath prouided Floating 
Tryumphes to Dance in the Aire: In the Aire are a 
Thoufand Ecchoes with Mufick iu their Mouthes, to 
Indce you to heare them : On the Shore (hall ten 
thoufand paire of hands giue you Plaudits in the 
Citty : The Element of Fire, Thunders aloud your 
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Trelcomes. Thronges of Subje€\s here, are glad to 
lee the Grace: Inthroand on your Farehiad: All the 
Ddieaciei o." Iiiue, playing on your Eye-lidi, The Rofa 
of En^and, and the Lillies of France, KilTing one 
Another 'o!> your Che^kes. Be you healthful! as the 
Spring.; Glorious as Summer : Fruitful! as the Vine : 
Safftty mnne along your Chariot by Day; Golden 
Siunthers dreffe vp your Chamber at Night. 

Liue long, Goodfie/se Gnaid yoa, 

Liue happy, Vertuis Crownc you, 

Live beloude ; Angih Guide you. 



The fccond Prefentation, New Troyes Tree of Honor, 

A Perfon in a rich Sonsane Antique Habit, with an 
ornament of Steeples, Towers, and Turrets on her 
head, Sits in a queint Arbor, Inlerwouen with feuerall 
Branches of Flowers. 

In her L^t hand, (he holds a golden Truncheon 
(leaning on the ground) to fhew that (hees a Leader 
&■ Condvllrefse of a Mighty People : Her Pig/it Hand 
(thrufting ihrough the Arbor) taltes hold of a Tree, 
out of which fpread Twelue Maine and Goodly 
Branches. 

This Ladf (thus fitting) Rcprefents London : The 
Tree (guarded, and lupported by her) The 12, ,S»- 
ferior Companies. 

Vponeuery particular ^m//M, is betlowed the^nw« 
of forae One of the Twelue, exprell in the True CuUors 
within a faire ftiield. The higheft Branch of all (as 
ouer-topptng the Red at This Time) bearing the 
Amies of the Skinners in a more large and glorious 
Efciichion. 

Among the Leaucs in the Top, is a Tablet, in which 
is written, in letters of gold, Viuite Concordes, Liue in 
Lotte : or Agree in one. 

Ouer the Petfon, Reprefenting London, is Iikewife 
Infcnbed in golden Capitals, This, 



Brittannids Honor. 

Me eunllus Lauro perducit ad ajira TViutnpkui 



In places conuerient, and in a Triangular forme, 
vnder the twelue branches of the Tree, are feated 
Minerua, (InuentrefTe and PatroneiTe of Artes, Handy- 
crafts, and Trades) in Omaments proper to her 
quality : And not farre from her, is Bellona goddeile 
of Waire, in a Maitiall habit, on her head a Helme 
and Plume, in her hands a golden Speare and Shield, 
with Medufius head. Heereby intimating, that both 
Arta and Arntes, are (in a high degree and fulnelle 
of honor,) nurc'd vp and raaintain'd by and in the 
City : And, that either of them flourilh brauely vnder 
the fliaddow and proteilion of the hvelue Branches, 
fhooling forth from thai. New Troy's Tree of Honor. 

Vpon a border of Flowers, inclofing this Tree, are 
fitly bellowed the Artnes of as many of the inferior 
Companies in leffe Efcucheons, as for the quantity of 
roome, can there be hanfomely placed. 

Within the fame Border, (where lefTe Trees alfo 
grow) are prefented Teaee, Religion, Ouill Gouern- 
ment, lujiice. Learning, Indujlry, and clofe to hidujlry, 
Honor, For as all thefe are golden Columnes, to 
beare vp the Glories of the City, fo is the City an 
indulgent and carefull Mother, to bring vp them to 
their Glories. And as thefe twelue Noble Branches 
couer thefe Perfons, (as it were with ihe wings of 
Angels,) fothe Perfons watcli day and night lo defend 
the Iwelue Brandies. 

Thefe Perfons are adorned fitting their (late and 
condition, and hold fuch properties in their hands, as 
of right belong vnto them. 

r. Peace haih a Duue on her fid, and a Palme- 
tree Branch in her hand. 

2. Religion is in a white glittering roabe, with a 
Coronet of Starres on her head, holding in one hand, 
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a Booke open, in the other, a golden ladder, (embleme^ 
of prayer, by whofe fleppes wee climbe to Heauen.) 

3. Ciuill Gouernmitil is in a roalte full of eyes, and 
a Dyall in her hand 10 exprelTe her Vigilance t For 
Ih^e mufl watch euery houre, and keepe all eyes open, 
yet all little enough. 

4. lujlice holds a Sword, 
g. learning a Booke, and a lacobs Stiffe. 
6. Itidttjlry, a golden Hammer, and a Sea-maas 

Compajfe, as taking paines to get wealth, both by Sea 
and Land. 
' 7. Honor fits in Scarlet. 



The Ferfon, in ivhora is figured London, is the 
Speaker, w/w thiu Jalutei his Lordjliip. 

XEii thoufand wdcomts Greete you on tlujiwre, 
(My long txpeilcd Prietor.) O b^ore 
fooke on Others, Jixe your eyes on Mee, 
On Mee, your /econd Mother, (London.) Shee 
Whom all Great iJrittaines Citties, stile tluir Queene, 
Jvrjiill I am, and hatu hur Darling beene. 

The Ckripan World, inS^e, reads Times bejljlories, 
And Reading, .^(/r blind at my dazling Glorias, 
£ut now the^inavi of age, cotters my head: 
As t/icrefore you, by Mee haue vp bin bred. 
You (Sir) muji Nurfe me now : IVilh a quicke eye 
View then my Tree 0/ Honor, brandling high 
For hundreds of pajl yeares, with 11. large Stems, 
Twelue Noble Companies, which like 11. Jems 
So^ne, they adde new Sun-beames to tlu: Day -. 

Guard ail l/ufe 12. maine-Boughes;iw/^(jwM^/a)' 
A /oft hand, en the Topping-branch,/'^ there 
{Thriuelhe Roote \ie,\\) your Selfe grows althisyearex 
Tlte ieffer lu-igges which lowly runne along 
My tall Trees-Border, you must Jhield from wrong. 
There the poore Bee, (the fweating Trades-man) Jlies 
From Flower to Flower, and home with Honeji hyes. 
With me Minerua, and Beliona come, 
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J-or Ailes and Amies, must at your Board haue roome, 
Your G'lles will /pied, the Rich to entertaiiie. 
But luhilji the Mighty ones within remaine, 
And/eajl: RememheTatiheJbrtieGate/fatuU 
The Poore, wUh eryii^ Papers in their hands. 
To watch when luftice j'/ the Glafsejhall turne, 
Let ihojefands nmne, the Peore can tuuer mourne. 

Place in year eyes two Beacons; to defcry 
Dangers Jarre off, which flrike ere home theyflte \ 
Kifit Peace ; let Order euerfleere the He/me, 
Lift-handed Rule, a Slate does ouer-wtulme. 

You are your Soueraignes Gardner/or one yeare, 
' The Plot of Ground, y'are trujled with, lies lure, 
{A Gitty.) and your care rnu^ all beefpejit, _ 

To prune and dreffe the Txfit ^Gouemment. 

Lop off Uiforders, Fidlions, Muriny, 
And Munouraiions againjl thofefit hig/i. 
May your yeares lajl day, end as this beginnes, 
^hcer'd in the loues of Noble Citizens. 

Our third prefentation is call'd, Tin 
Glory o/Furres. 

THis is a Chariot Triumphant, gamifhed with 
Trophies of Armors. It is drawne by two 
Luumes, 'i'he Supporters of the Skinners Armes. On 
the two Luzernes ride two Antickes, who dance to a 
Drum beating before them, there aptly placed At 
the vpper end of this Chariot, in the 
Seate, carrying the proportion of a Throne, 
aduanced a Ruffian Prime and Priiueffe; 
habited in Furres, to the cudome of the Country. 

I. Vnder ihem, fits an old Lord, Furred vp to his 
chin in a (hort doakc. 

3. By him, a Lady with Martin skinnes about her 
necke, and her hands in a Muffe. 

3. Then, a ludge in Robes Furred, 

4. Then, an Vniuetfity DoHor, in his Robes 
furred. 
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5. Then, a Frow in a fhort furred CafTocke, girt 
to her. 

6. Tiien a Skipper in a furred Cap. 
In all thefe Peribns, is an implication of the nece^ 

fery, ancient, and general vfe of Furret, from thei 
highea lo the loweO. 

On the Top of this Throne, (at the fourc comersj' 
are ereifled the Armes of the Cilty, in foure Pendants; 
On the point of the fore front, a large fquare Banner 
plaies with the wind, which Fame (who is in thi» 
Chariot,) holds in her hand, as the {lands vprigbV 
Being tlu Speaker. 

EAme's tume is now to Speake j for who but Famft 
Can with her ihoufand tongues abroad Prodaimai, 
• this dayes Progreffe {rifing like the Sunne,) 
Which through the yearely Zodiacke on mujl runne. 

Fame hath brought hither from ^eat Mofco's Court, 
( Thefeauen-mouth'd ya\gA, fpreadiug tlie report,) 
Two Ruflian Princes, who tofeafl their eies. 
With the rich Wonders of thefe rarities, 
Ride in this glorious Chariot : How amasde 
They iooke, to fee flreeies throned, and windoives ^aii^. 
With beauties, from whofe eyesfuch beames arefent, 
Here moues a fecond flarry Firmament. 

Much, on them, startling admiration vfinnes, 
To fa thefe Braue, Graue, Noble Citizens, 
Soflream'd in multitudes, yet flowing in SteUe, 
For ail their Orders are Proportionate. 

Ruflia, WW enuies London, feeing {here)fpent 
Her richefl Furies in graceful ornament. 
More Braue, and more Abounding, than her owne : 
A ^Iden Pen he mnies, that can make knowne 
The vfe of Y\ines,fo Great, fo Gmerall, 
All men, may thefe, their Winter Armors call. 

Th'inuention ofwarme Furies the Sunne didfrel. 
For Ruffians lap' d in thefe, flighted his heaie, 
Winch feene, his fiery Steedes he droue from thence. 
And fo the Muff has dwelt in cold ere fince. 
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What royalties, addt Funes to Emperors, Kings, 
Princes, Dukes, Earles, in the diJUn^iJhings, 
Of ail thtirjeuerall Robes I The Funes wome here. 
Above iK old Roman State make Ours appeare : 
TXe reverend Judge, and all that ctimbe the trees 
Of /acred Artes, a/and to their Degrees, 
And by the colours chan^d of Fuires are ktunvne : 
What Dignity, each Corporation 
Puts on by Furres, witnefje thefe infinite eyes, 
Thanke then the bringers of thefe Rarities. 

I wijh (Graue Prator) that as Hand in Hand, 
Plenty and Bounty bring you fafe to Land, 
iStf, Health may be chief e Caruer at that Board, 
Te which you hajlen. Bee as Good a Lord 
Ptk' eyes of Heauen, as this day you are Great 
fit Fames applaufe : Hye to your Honor d Seate. 



\ 



THis is a Magnificent Struiflure, Aduancing it 
felfe from the Platforme, or Ground-worke 
Tpmrd, with the Bewty of eight Antique Tennes, By 
irfiofe (Irength is fupported a Foure fquare Building : 
The Toppe of which is a Watch-Tower, or I^nihorne, 
with eight Columnes of filuer : And, on the Higheft 
poynt of this Watch-Tower, is Aduanced a Banner, 
bearing the Cullors of the Kingdome. 

At foure Comers of the vpper Square, (land foure 
Pendants ; In which are the Armes of the foure Com- 
panies of which his Lorddiip is Free. 

At each end of this Platforme, ftands a great 
Cerynthian Brazen Pillar, on a Pedeflall of Marble. 

On the Capitals of thofe Pillars, (land two Angels, 
in Poftures ready to flyc : holding Garlands of Vic- 
tory in one hand, nuclte with White and Red Rofes, 
and Branches of Palme in the other. 

The Capitals and Bates of the Pillars are Gold, and 
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are Emblcmes of the two Houfea of Vorke and Lan 
cafter\ once diuided, but now loyned into One 
Glorious Building, to Support this Royal KingdoEQ^ 
& Confequently This Citty. 

At Night, in place of the Angels, are fet two Greal 
Lights ; and fo is the Watch-Tower at that Tirae^ 
Filld with lighted Tapers. 

Vpon the fame Square, in foure feuerall PI; 
are Aduanced foure llately Pyramides, being Figure^, 
of the foure Kingdomes Enibellifhed with Efciiti 
cheons. 

In the vpper feate of all (falhioned into a Throng 
is placed Brilanttia, Maieflically attirde, fitting to hq 
Greatneffe. 

Beneath Her, and round about her, are thefe Pd;; 
fons : vh. Mapianimity with a drawne Sword. 

A Shipioright with a Maliet, holding a Scutcheon^ 
in which is drawne a Ship vnder fayle. Then, 

A perfon reprefenting VUiory, with a Paltne Tree. 

ProuidcHce with a Trumpet, ready to Forefee Dan- 
gers, and awaken Men to meete them. 

All Thefe haue bene, and lliU are, Watch-ToweT%i 
andLanthornes, in the Nights of Feare and Trouble, tol 
Guard the Kingdome, and in the Kingdome, This Citla(| 

In other Eminent places are feated fome of tho^ 
Kinges of England (in Robes Ennynd) whofe loues 
and Royall fauors, in fonner times were Watch- 
Towers to Grace London, (lucke full witli the Beames 
and Lights of Honors, Titles, Offices, Magiftracies 
and Royalties, which they Bellowed vpon Her. 

Edward Conftffor, called Londoits Chiefe Ruler, m\ 
Port-reue. 

Rkhard I. appointed two Bayiiffea oner London. 

King yohn gaue the Citty a Lord Maior and 
Sheriffes. 

Hmry 3. added Aldermen. 

Thefe were Tender ouer the Renowne of the Cittft' 
and ftil! heaped on her head. Royalties vpon 
Royalties. 
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And albeit mofl of our Kinges, haue in moll ot all 
of the Iwelue Companies, Entred their Names, as 
Free of the Societies, tliereby to Royallize their 
Brotherhoods : And thai many of our Kinges likewife, 
befides Princes and Great Perions^es, haue bin Free 
of This Company, whofe Names I forbeare to fet 
downe, becaufe they haue in former yeeres beene 
fully expreft ; yet no Company, did euer, or can here- 
after, receiue fuch Graces from Kinges, as This An- 
timt, and Honord Corporation of Skinners, haih had, 
and flill haue. In regard that All our Kinges and 
Princes, fit in their high Courts of Parliament in Robes 
Ermynd, (being the richeft Furre) the workcmanfhip of 
which goes through the Skinners fingers, wearing like- 
wife vnder their Crownes, Royalt Caps of Honor 
Ermynd. 

Three of fuch Crownes, beeing the rich Armes of 
TiWJ Company, thereby exprefiing afwell their Honor, 
aa Antiquity. 



Britannia deliuers thus much. 



^Jfal! tlu Proud wife of Neptune, erjhrill Fame, 
(^ Or Troynouant herfelfc, Ring out your Name ; 
Aftd I be Dumbe, orfparing, to Sound high, 
The Glories of This Day t No, They /hall Ry 
Like Soaring Eagles, to Thai Curled Maine 
Whofe Head my Rocky Bridle, In does Reyne : 

The Great Britannia, Bred you in her Wombe, 
Heare then a Mothers Connfdl; Yoti are Come 
Aboard a Goodly Ship, where all your State, 
Fame, Honor and Renowne {Jmbarqiid) mujl waitt 
TX* voyage of twelne Moones. High Admirall 
You are to All Thai fleete, which Thus_caw CaU 
Tofayle in This vail Ocean. Nor mull you 
Waike HeartUffe on the Hatches, Theres a Neio 
StiUe-Navigation, to be fliuiied Now, 
With an High-rear'd, Vndanled, J'ixed Brow. 
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Be fure to haue ^raiw Ordnance, awi/ Chargd wtil\ 
In this your Shij), Trul None, J-or Officers Sdl 
Their Capiatnes Trujl; Id None but your aumt 

Eyes, 
Rule Chart and Compare, There your Safety lyes. 

Your Owne Hands Jleere the Heline, But strongly 
Sleere, 
AndfpUe of Jiormes, bejloute lehen you stand There. 

Embleme of Mercy I Your Keenefword doesjieepe, 
Sut why a Sword, if not to Kill, and Keepe 
Vices (like Slaues) in Awe 1 Fulneile of Wine 
Is a Fowk Dropfte, That and Lust Entwine : 
Pride a Swolnt Timpany, Sloth, tiie Be^ars Gaute, 
{In Tradefmem Hands and Feete, It runnes about,) 
No Cure for this I OalAes thicke as Small-fist flye 
From Children, No Defence to Put this by I 

You May, you Mufl. I Counfell net, but Reads 
A Leffon of my hue \ By which Loue led 
' Ik on, and Bring you to your Hotwrd Chaire, 
Whilst Aues {Mound about you) Dance f th' Aire. 

The last Prefentation is called the Sun's Bower. 

The vpper part of this, is adorned with feuerall 
Flowers, which interwouen together, dreffe vp 2 
comely Greene Arbor, in which the Sunne fits, with 
golden Bea.mes about his Face ; an Attire glittering 
like gold ; and a mantle bright as his garment, fringed 
with gold, his haire curied and yellow. About him 
are plac'd Spring, Summer, Autumnc, and Winter, in 
proper Habiliments. Beneath thefe, is a Wilderneffe, 
in which are many forts of fuch Beads, whofe rich 
Skinnes feme for Furres : As the Beare, Wolfe, 
Leopard, Luzerne, Cai-A-Mountatne, Foxes, Sables, 
Connies, Ferrets, Squirrels, 6-c. Of thefe Beafts, fome 
are climbing, fome (landing, (ome grinning, with liuely, 
naturall poilures. In a Scrole, hanging on a Bough, 
[ This is written in Capitall letters. 




Britiannid! s Honor. 1 1 r 

Deus ecce FUrmtihus objlat 
See, for all fome Beads are fell, 
There's one, that can their curflnefTe quell. 

Sol is the Speaker. 

T T Eaums bright Orieniail Gates lop'd tliis Mome, 

I ^ And Hither xvheeld my Chariot to adorne 
fkefe /piendors with my Beames : nere did the Sun, 
In his Caieiltall Circle fa Her runne 
7%an Now, to fa: thefe Sights : how I ioy 
To view a Ktngdome, and a New-buiit Troy 
So^ourijhingt/o full, /o /aire, Jo deare 
To tK Gods : they kaue loue's Court to reuelihert. 
Alio' re the World, I trawell in one Day, 

Yd oft am fared to leaue my beaten way. 
Frighted with Vproares, Battailes, MatTacres, 
Famines, and all that Hdlifh brood of Warres : 
/ meete no Peace but here. Q bUj}eii Land I 
T^atfeest fires kindling round, and yet eanfl Hand 

Vkburntfor all thtir flames ; Nation blefl ! 

When all thy Neighbours fhriie, none wound thy brifl. 
To Crewne thefe ioyes^^ith me are eome along, 

Thefeure Lords of the yeare, who by a flrong 
Knit Ckarme, bring in this goodly RulTian/r«^, 
At earnefl of a more rich Merehandise : 
Halfe of our Race, Time, and my Houres haue runne, 
Nerfhall they giue dre till the Goale be wonru. 

The Sunne at Night being couered with a vaile of 
Darkneffe: The Perfon, reprefenting London, thus 
takes leaue. 



THE Sunne is mantled in ihicke Clouds of Blacke, 
And by his hidden Beames, threatens the wracke 
Of all thefe Glories : Euery pleafure dyes 
Whm Rauen-wirt^ed Night, from her Caueflyes; 
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None but thefe Artificiall Starres hope fire 
To Light you Home, Ihefe burne -with a dtfire 
To lengt/ien your braue Triumphes ; but their heate 
Muft code, and dye at length, tho n/refo Great. 

Peace therefore guide you on : Rejl, charme your eyes. 
And Honors watte to chare yoji when you Rife. 

Let it be no Oilentation in Me the Inuentor, to 
rpcak thus much in praife of the workes, that for 
many yeares, none haue beene able lo Match them 
for curiofity ; They are not Vaft, but Neate, and Com- 
prehend as much Arte for Architedture, as can be 
bellowed vpon fuch little Bodies. The commenda- 
tions of which mull liue vppon Mr. Gerard Chrifmas 
the Father, and Mr. lohn Chrifmas the Sonne. 
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THE FEILD OF HAPPINES. 

In which Feild are pUnted feuerall Trees of magnificence. 

State and Bewty, to celebrate the Solemnity of the 

Right Honorable yamcs Campebdl, at his 

Inauguration into the honorable Office 

of Prfetorlhip or Maioralty of 

London, on Thutfday the 

29. of OiSober, 

.62,. 



All the paiticular Inventions for the Pageants, Showes 1 

Triumph, both by Water and Land, being here 

fully fet downe. At the fole Cofl, and 

liberail Charges of the Right 

worfhipfuU Society of 

Ironmongers. 

Written by Tlwnias Dekker. 
Quandu inagis Ji^noi licuU /fie^art tr'mmpho!. 




TO THE RIGHT HONOKABLE JAMES CAMPEBELL. 

LORD MAIOR OF THE MOST HENOVXED 

C/TTY OF LONDON. 



HOMOKABLK PR^TOR, 

The Triuinphes which ihefe few leaues of paper 
prefent to your vew (albeit their glories are but fliort 
liued as glittering onely for a day), boldly Ihew their 
faxxs unto the eye of the world, as feruants attending 
on your Lordfhip onely to do you honor. 

with much care, cofl, and curiofity, are they brought 
forth ; and with exceeding grearnelle of love, a free 
handed bounty of their purfc, a noble and generous 
alacrity of fpirit, have your worthy fraternity, and 
much to be honored brotherhood of Ironmongers be- 
ftowed them vpon you. 

It much winnes vpon them to have Inch a cheife, 
and you cannot but be glad to have fuch a fociety ; by 
a free cleflion are you Londons FriLtor ; the fuffrages 
of commoners call you lo your feale. A fuccelTion 
to the place takes you by the hand, your induftry hath 
met with blefiings, thofe bleflings given you ability, 
and that ability makes you fit for a magiHrate. 

Yet there is a muficke in your owne bofofne whofe 
firings being touchd, yeilds as harmonious a found to 
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you as all theife, and that is to lee your felfe lieirc to 
that patrician dignity with which your father was 
inuefled. It was an honor lo him to weare that 
robe of fcarlet ; it is a double glory to you, in fo (hort 
an age to haue his fword borne before you. 

You haue the voyce of fenators breathmg out your 
welcome, a confluence of grave citizens, adding flate 
to your Aate. The acclamations of people vftiering 
you along. Whilfl 1 {the lead part of this triumphant 
day) [pend fuch faad as I haue, to help to fill up the 
hour glaffe, my feniice ronning. 



Attending on your Lordfhip, 
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^^nHS|ERE it poflible for a man, in the compafle 
I i HlnH ^^ ^ "^^7' *° ^^1^'^'*^ (^ 'he funne does) all 
HauvEi *^* citlies in the world, as if he went with 
^^jffly walking beames about him; that man 
fliould neuer fee in any part of the yeare, any citty (o 
magnificently adorned with all forts of tryumphes, 
variety of muficke. of brauery, of bewty, of feaHings, 
of ciuill (yet rich) ceremonies, with gallant Lords and 
Ladies, and thronges of people, as London is inriched 
with, on the firll day that her great Lord {or Lord 
Maior, for 'lis all one) takes that office upon hira. 

In former ages, he was not encompafl with fuch 
glories ; no fuch firmaments of flarres were to be 
feene in Cheapfide : Thames dranke no fuch coftly 
healthes to London as hee does now. But as Troy- 
Douant fpread in fame, fo our Englilh kings fhioed 
vpon her with fauours. 

In thofe honie-(pun times, they had no collars of 
SS, no mace, fword, or cap of maintenance ; thefe 
C&Rie by degrees, as aiiditamenta honoris, additions or 
enfignes of more honour, conferd by feuerall Princes 
on this CiHy : for in the time of Edward Confellor, 
the chiefe Ruler of the Cit^ was called Keeue, 
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Greeue, or Portreeuc. The next to him in authority ; 
Prouoa. 

Then in ihe firll of Richard I. two Bayliffes carried 
the fway : this continued till the ninth of King lohn, 
who by letters patents gaue the Citizens power yearely 
to choofe thenj'elues a Lord Maior, and two Sheriffes. 

Then King Henry the 3. made the firil aldermen in 
London (yet the name of Ealdorman was knowne in 
the Saxons time, for Alwin in the reignc of Edgar was 
Alderman of all England, that is to fay Chiefe luftice:) 
and thofe Aldermen of London had rule then (as now) 
ouer the wardes of the cittie, but were eueric year 
changed, as the (hreiffes are in thefe dayes. 

Then Edward I. ordained that the Lord Maior 
(hould, m tlie kings abfence, fit in all places withia 
London as chiefe luftice ; and that euery Alderman 
that had bin Lord Maior, fhould be a luftice of peace 
for London and Middlefex all his life after. 

Then in the reigne of Henry the 7. Sr. John Shaw, 
goldfmith, being Lord Maior, caufed the aldermen to 
ride firom the Guildhall to the water fide, when he 
went to take his oath at Weftminfter, (where before 
they rode by land thither) : and at his retume to ride 
againe to the Guild-hall there to dine ; all the 
kitchens, and other offices there, being built by him ; 
Gnce which time the feaft has there bin kept, for 
before it was either at Grocers Hall, or the Merchant 
Taylors. 

Thus fmall rootes grow in time to cedars, (hallow 
ftreames to riuers, and a hand of gouemment to be 
the ftronged arme in a kingdorae. Thus y 
Ixindon in her meane attyre, then in robes maieflicall ; 
and filling in that pompe, caft your eye upon thofe 
alluring obieifls, which fhe her felfe beholds with 
admiration. 

Tht Firft. 

THE firft f«Ene is a water-worke, prefented by 
Oceanus, king of the fea, (from whofe name the 
viuuerlall maine fea is called the Ocean) he, to celebrate 
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the ceremonies and honors due to this great rertiuall, 
and to (heiv the world his marine chariot, fits trium- 
phaottf in the vafl (but tjueinl) (hell of a filuer fcoUup, 
rejming in die heads of two wild fea-horfes propor- 
tioned to the life, their maynes falling about their 
neckes, Ihining with curies of gold. 

On his head, which (as his beard) is knotted, long, 
carelefly fpred, and white, is placed a diadem, whofe 
bottome is a conceited coronet of gold ; the middle 
ouer that, is a coronet of filuer fcollops, and on the 
lop a &iire fpreading branch of corrall, interwouen 
tiuckljr with pearle. In his right hand a. golden 
trident, or three forked fcepter. 

His habit is antique, the flutfe, watchet and filuer ; 
a mantle crofling his body, with filuer wanes, bafes 
and bufldns cut hkewife at the top into filuer fcoHups, 
and in this language he congratulates his Lordlhip. 

Oceanus his Speech. 

Thus mounted, hither comes the king of waues, 
Whofe voyce charmes rougheil biliows into flaues, 
Whofe foote treades downe their necks with as much 

eafe. 
As in my ihelly coach I reyne up thete. 

Lowd ecchoes cald me from my glittering throne, 
To fee the noble T/uime/is, — a fonne 
To tiiis my queene and me {Tcthys) whofe eare 
Ne're jeweld up fuch mufick as founds here : 
For our vnfaddomed world, roares out with none 
But horrid fea-fights, nauies ouerthrowne ; 
Hands halfe drowned in blood, pyrates pell mell, 
Turkes flauifh lugging oares, the Dunkirk's hell, 
The Dutchmans thunder, and the Spaniards lightning, 
To whom the fulphures breath giues heate and 

heightning, 
O I thefe are the dire tunes ray confort fings. 
But here 1 old Thames out-thiQes the beames of kings. 
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This Citty addes new glories to lou^s court, 
And to all you who to tliis hall refort, 
This LaHea Via {as a path) is giueii, 
Being paued with pearle, as that with ftarres in 
heauen. 

I could {to fwell my trayne) beckon the R/une, 
(But the wilde boare has tufked up his vine) ; 
i could fwift Volpi call, whofe curld head lies 
On feauen rich pillowes (but, in merchandize 
The Ruffian him imployes) : I could to theis 
Call Ganges, Nilus, long-haird Euphrates ; 
Tagus, whofe golden hands clafpe Ufbone walles. 
Him could I call too, — but what neede theis callest 
Were they all here, they would weepe out their eyes, 
Madde that new Troys high towers on tiptoe rize 
To hit heauens roofe : madde to fee Thames this day 
(For all his age} in wanton windinges play 
Before his new grave Pnelor, and before 
Theis Senators, bed. fathers of the poore. 

That grand Canale, where (Stately) once a yeare 
A fleeie of bridall gondolels appeare, 
To many with a golden ring, (that's hurld 
Into the fea) that minion of the world, 
Venue, to Nepiune, — a poor lantfcip is 
To thefe full braueries of TTiamefis. 

Goe therefore vp to Cafnrs court, and c* 
What honours there are left to Campebels name, 4 
As by difent ; whilil we tow vp a tyde, 
^Vhich fhall ronne fweating by your ba^es fide ^^ 
That done, Tittit (hall Oemnui name inrol!, 
For guarding you to London's capitolL 



The Second Prefetitation. 

THE inuention is a proud-fwelling fea, on whofe 
waues is borne vp a Sea Lyon, as a proper and 
eminent body to marfliall in the following triumphes ; 
in regard it is one of the fupporteis of the EaA Indiaa 
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Company, of which his lordfhip is free, and a great 
adufflturer. And thefe marine creatures, are the more 
fitly imployed, in regard alio, that his Lordfhip is 
HaioT of the Staple. Gouernour of the French Com- 
psny, and free of the Eafl-land Company. 

On this Lyon (which is cut out of wood to the life) 
rides Tethys wife to Oceanns, and Queene of the 
Sea; for why (hould the king of waues be in fuch a 
glorious progrefTe without his Queene. or fhe without 
him ? They both therefore twin themfelues together 
to heighten thefe folemnities. 

Her haire is long, and difheuelled ; on her head an 
antique fea-tyre, encompaft with a coronall of gold 
and pearle, her garments rich and proper to her 
quaUty, with a laffaty mantle fringed with filuer 
crofliiig her body. Her right hand fupporting a lai^e 
dreamer in which are the Lord Motors armes. 

On each fide of this Lyon, attend a Mermaid and 
Merman, holding two banners, with the armes of the 
two new Shrieues, feueral fiflies fwimming as it were 
about the border. And thefe two hauing difpatched 
on the water, haflen to aduance therafelves on land. 

TAe Third. 

THE third (how is an Eftridge, cut out of timber 
to the life, biting a horfe-fhoe : on this bird 
rides an Indian boy. holding in one hand a long 
Tobacco-pipe, in the other a dart ; his attire is 
proper to the country. 

At the four angles of the fquare, where the eftridg 
Rands, are plac'd a Turke, and a Perfian, a pikeman 
and a mufketeere. 

The Fourth. 

THE fourth prefentation is called the Lemnian 
(forge. In it are Vulcan, the Smith of Lemnos, 
wita his feniants (the Cyclopes), whofe names are 
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Pyracmon, Brontes and Sceropes, working at the 
anuile. Their habits are waftcoates and leather 
approns ; their hair blacke and Ihaggy, in knotted 
curies. 

A fire is feene in the forge, bellowes blowing, fome 
filing, foine at other workes ; thunder and lightning 
on occafion. As the fmiths are at worke, they fing in 
praife of iron, the anuile and hammer ; by the con- 
cordant (Iroakes and founds of which, Tuballcayne 
became the liril inuentor of niuficke. 



77te Song. 

Braue iron ! braue hammer ! from your found. 

The art of Muficke has her ground ; 

On the anuile thou keep'fl time. 

Thy knick-a-knock is a fmiths bell chyme. 

Yet thwick-a-thwack, 
Thwidc, thwack-a-thwack, thwack. 
Make our brawny finewes crack, 
Then pit-a-pat, pat, pit-a-pat, pat, 
Till thickefl. barres be beaten Sat. 

We fhooe the horfes of the funne, 
Hamefife the dragons of the n 
Forge Cupid's quiuer, bow, and arrowes, 
And our dame's coach that's drawn witli fparrowes. 
Till thwick-a-thwack, &c. 

loue's roaring cannons, and his rammers 
We beat out with our Lemnian hammers ; 
Mars his gauntlet, helme, and fpeare. 
And Gorgon fliield, are all made here. 
Till thwick-a-lhwack, &c. 

The grate which ((hut) the day out-barres, 
Thofe golden fluddes which naile the flarres. 
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The globes cafe, and the axle-tree, 

Who can hammer Ihefe but weel 

Till thwick-a-thwack, &c 

A wanning-panne to heate earth's bedde. 
Lying i' th' frozen zone halfe dead ; 
Hob<iiai!es to ferve the man i' th' moone, 
And fpaiTOwbils to cloute Pan's (hoone, 

Whofe work but oars \ 

Till thwJck-a-thwack, &c. 

Venus' kettles, pots, and pannes, 
We make, or elfe (he brawlcs and bannes ! 
Tonges, fhouels, andirons haue their places, 
Elfe Ihe fcratches all our faces. 
Till thwick athwack, &c 

Cupid fits in one place of this forge, on his head a 
curld yellow haire, his eyes hid in lawne, a bow and 
quiuer, his armour ; wings at his backe ; his body in 
l^ht colours, a changeable filke mantle crofling it ; 
golden and filuer anowes are euer and anone reached 
up to him, which he (hootes vpward into the aire, and 
is (lill fupplied with more from the forge. 

On the top fits loue, in a rich antique habite, a long 
white reuerend hayre on his head, a beard long and 
curld : a mace of triple fire in his hand burning ', who 
calling to Vulcan, this language jiaffes betweene them. 

love. Ho, Vulcan. 

Vul. Stop your hammers r what ayles loue J 
We are making arrowes for my flip-ftring fonne. 
Here, reach him ihofe two dozen ; 1 mull now 
A golden handle make for my wifes fann ; 
Worlte, my fine Smugges. 

loue. Firil heare : you fhall not play, 
The Fates would fcold (bould you keepe holiday. 

Vul. What then ) 

loue. Command thy brawny-fifled Oaues to fweate 
At th' anuile, and to dufl their hammers beate. 
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To (luffe with thunder-bolts loue's annoiyes, 

For Vices (mountaia-like) in blacic heapes rize. 

My fioewes cracke to fell them. Ideot pride 

Stalkes vpon flilts ; Ambition, by her fide, 

Climbing to catch ftarres, breakes her necke i' th' 

fall; 
The gallant roares ; roarers drinke oathes and gall ; 
The beggar curfes : Auarice eates gold. 
Yet ne're is fil'd ; Learning's a wrangling fcold ; 
Warre has a fatall hand ; Peace, whorifh eyes ; 
Shall not loue beat downe fuch impieties % 

irt not high time J if't not true juftice then, 
Vulcan, for thee and thy tough hammer-men 
To beate thy anuile, and blow fires to flames, 
To bume thefe broodes, who kill euen with their 

names 1 
Vul. Yes, loue, 'tis more then time. 
lout. And what helpes this, buj iron ! then, 

how high 
Shall this great Troy, text up the memory 
Of you her nobie pnetor, and all thofe 
Your worthy brotherhood, through whofe care goes 
That rare rich prize of iron to the whole land. 
Iron, farre more worth than Tagus' golden fand, 

Iron ! bed of metals ! pride of minerals ! 
Hart of the earth ! Jiand of the world ! which fals 
Heavy when it flrikes home. By iron's Urong 

charm es 
Ryots tye bound. Warre (lops her rough allarmes. 
Iron, earthquakes flrikes in foes : knits friends in 

loue; 
Iron's that maine hinge on which the world doth 

moue ,- 
No kingdomes globe can turae, euen, fmooth, and 

round, 
But that his axletree in iron is found i 
For armies wanting iron are puffes of wind. 
And but for iron, wlio thrones of peace would mbd t 
Were there no gold nor filuer in the land. 
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Yet nauigation (which on iron does iland), 

Could fetch it in. Gold's darling to tlie funne, 

But iron, his hardy boy, by whom is done 

More^hen the t'other dare : the merchants gates 

By iron baire out theeui(h affaffinates : 

Iron is the (hop-keeper's both locke and kay ; 

What are your courts of guard when iron's away ? 

How would the come priclce up her golden eares, 

But that iron plough-lhkres all the labour bearcs 

In earth's flrange midwiffry I Braue iron ! what 

praife 
Deienies it I more 'tis beate, more it obeyes ; 
The more it fuffers, more it fmoothes offence ; 
In drudgery it (hines with patience. 

This fellowfliip, was then, with judging eyes, 
Vnited to the twelue great companies : 
It being faire more worthy than to fill 
A file inferiour. Yon's, the fimn's guilt hill, 
On too'l, Loue guardes you on : Cyclopes, a ring 
Make with your hammers, to whofe muficke fmg. 



The Fift. 

THe fift prefentation is called Londons Tempe, 
or the Field of Happineffe ; thereby re9e<5ting 
Upon the name of Campe-bell or Le Beu Champt, a 
faire and glorious field. It is an arbor fupported by 
four great lermes : on the four angles, or corners over 
the termes, are placed four pendants with armes in 
them. 

It is round about fumifhed with trees and 9ower3 : 
the vpper part with feuerail fniites, intimating that 
as London is the beft ftored garden ia the king- 
dome for plants, herbes, flowers, rootes, and fuch- 
like ; fo, on this day it is the mod glorious citty in the 
Chriflian world. 

And therefore Tytan (one of the names of the fun) 
ia all his fplendor, with Flora, Ceres, Pomona, Vcr, 
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and Edas, are fcated in this Tempe ; on the top of aQ 
(lands a iyon's head, being the Lonl Maiors crefl.. 

Tylan being the fpeaker, does in this language court 
his lordlhip to attention. 

Tytan his Speech. 

WElcomc, great prastor : now heare TVtan 
fpeak. 
Whofe beames to crawne this day, through cloudi 

thus break. 
My coach of beaten gold is fet afide. 
My horfes to ambroriall mangers tied ; 
Why is this done) why leaue I mine own fpherel 
But here to circle yon for a whole yeare. 
Embrace then Tytan's counfell : now fo guide 
The chariot of your fway in a ivft. pace- 
That all (lo come hereafter) may with pride 
Say, None like you did noblier quit the place ; 
Lower than now you are in fame, neuer fall ; 
Note me (the Sunne) who in my noone careere 
Render a ftiadow, fliort, or none at all ; 
And fo, fmce Honor's zodiac is your fphere, 
A flirub to you mud be the lallefl pine ; 
On poor and rich you equally mu/l Ihine. 

This if you doe, my armes fhall euer fpread 
About thofe roonies you feall in ; from her head 
Flora her garlands pluck {being queene of Bowers), 
To drefs your parlors vp hke furamer's bowers. 
Ceres lay golden (heaffes on your full boord ; 
With fruit, you fi-om Pomona (hall be (loard ; 
WhiUl Ver and Eftas (Spring and Summer), driue. 
From this your Tempe, Winter, till he diue, 
I' th' frozen zone, and Tytan's radiant (liield 
Guard Campbel's Beauchampe, London's faired field. 
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The Sixth and Lajl PrtJentaHon. 

His is called Apollo's pallace, becaufe feuen per- 
fons reprefenting the feuen liberal fciences are 
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richly irthroned in this city. Thofe feuen are in ioofe 
roabes of Teueral cuHors, with nianties accocding, and 
holding in their hands cfcutcheons, with emblema in 
them proper to enery one quahty. 

The body of this worke is fupported by twelue Cluer 
columnes ; at the four angles of it, four pendants play 
with the wind ; on the lop is erefled a fquare tower 
fiipported by four golden colutnnes, in euery fquare is 
prdented the embofd antique head of an emperour, 
figuring the four monarches of the world, and in them 
pointing at foure kingdomes. 

Apollo is the chiefs perfon, on his head a garland 
of bayes, in his hand a lute. Some hypercriticall cen- 
(urer perhaps will afke, why hauing Tytan, I (hould 
bring in Apollo, fithence they both are names proper 
to the funne. But the youngeft nouice in poetry 
can anfwer for me, that the funne when he (hines in 
heauen is called Tytan, but being on earth (as he is 
here) we call him Apollo. Thus therefore Apollo 
tunes his voyce. 



ApoUoa Speech. 

A Polio neuer ftucke in admiration till now, my 
_^\ Delphos is remouen hither, my oracles are 
Tpoken here ; here the fages utter their wifdome, here 
the fybils their diuine verfes. 

I fee fenators this day in fcarlet riding to the capi- 
toU, and tomorrow the fame men riding vp and 
downe the field in armours, gowned citizens and war- 
like gownmen. The gunne here giuea place, and the 
gowne takes the upper hand ; the gowne and the 
gunne march in one hie together. 

Happy king that has fuch people, happy land in 
fuch a king ! happy prietor fo graced with honours ! 
happy fenators fo obeyed by citizens, and happy citi- 
lens that can command fuch triumphes. 

Go on in your full glories, whilfl Apollo and thefe 
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miflrefles of the learned fciences waft you to that 
honorable (hore whither Time bids you haften to 



A Speech at Night, at taking leave of his Lordjhip 
at Ms gate, by Oceanus. 

AFler the glorious troubles of this day. 
Night bids you welcome home; Night, who 
does lay 
All pompe, all triumphs by, (late now defcends ; 
Here our officious trayne their feruice ends, 
And yet not all, for fee, the golden funne, 
Albeit he has his dayes worke fully done, 
Sits vp aboue bis houre, and does his beft 
To keep the llarres from lighting you to reft. 
Him will 1 take along to lay his head 
In Telhys lap, Peace therefore guard your bedde; 
In your yeares zodiacke may you fairely moue, 
Shin'd on by angels, blell with goodnefs, loue. 



Thus much his owne worke cryes up the workman, 
{M. Gerard Chrifmas) for his inuention, that all the 
pieces were exadl, and fet forth liuely with much cod. 
And this yeare giues one remarkable note to after 
times, that all the baizes followed one another (euery 
company in their degree,) in a (lately and maiefticall 
order ; this being the inuention of a noble citizen, one 
of the caplaines of the city. 




TRAGI-COMEDY: 

Called, 
Match mee in London. 



As it hath beene often Prefented ; Firft, 

at the Buii in St I o h n s-flreet ; And lately, 
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Drammads Per/ona. 



King of Spain e. 

Don I o h n, Prince. 

Don Valasco, Father to the Queene. 

G A z E T T o, Louer oFTormiella. 

Malevento, Father to her. 

CoRDOLENTEy her Husband. 

Aplhonso. 



1 



I ago. 

M A R T I N E S. 
L VPO. 

Doctor. 

2. Chvrchmen. 

Bilbo. 

Pack ECO. 

Lazarillo. 



Courtiers. 



QVEE NE. 
TORMIELLA. 

Dildoman, a Bawd 







THE NOBLE LOVER 

(and deferuedly beloued) of the Miifes, 

LoDOWiCK Carlell, 

Efquire, Gentleman of the BowES, and 

Groome of the King, and Queenes 

Priuy-Chamber. 



l//i7/ / am thus bold to fing a Dramaikk 

I Note in your Eare, is no wonder, in regard 

you are a Chorister in the Quire of the 

Mufes, Nor is it any Over-daring in mee, 

to put a I'lay-Booke into your hands, being a Courtier; 
Roman Pods did fo to their Emperours, the Spanilh, 
{Noui) to their Grandees, the Italians to their IlluflrifH- 
Moes, and our owne Nation, to the Greai-ones. 

I haue beene a Priejl ('» A p o L I. O ' S Tentple, many 
yeares, my voyee is decaying with my Age, yet yours 
being cleare and above mine, Jhall mitch honour mee, 
if you but lijkn to my old Tunes. Are they fet III \ 
Pardon them ; Well ! Then recdue them. 
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Glad will you makt met, if by your Meana, the King 
of Spaine, fpeakis our Language in tlie Court of Eng- 
land ; yd haul you wrought as great a wonder, For the 
Nine f acred Sifters, by you, art {There) become Courtiers, 
and talke withfweet Tongues, InsiruHed by your Deiian 
Eloquence. You haue a King to your Maftcr, a Queene 
to your Miflreffe, and the Mufcs your Play feilowes. 
to them a Servant: And yd, what Duty foeuer I owe 
them, fome part -will I borrow to waite if on you, And J 
to^tfl 

Ever, 



So devoted. 
Tho : Dek K E R, 



MATCH MEE 

IN LONDON. 

ACTUS, I. 



Enter Mai even to. 
Malevmtfi. 
%Ormielia Daughter — nor in this roome — 
Paace. 

*. 3. 4. s- 6- 7- 8- 9- 'o- "■ "■ 
I The dawne of Midnight, and the Drunk- 
ards DO one. 

No honell foules vp now, but Vintners, Midwiues ; 
The nodding Watch, and pitious Conftable, Ha 1 

My (Ireet doore open ! Bilbo, Piukeena, Bilbo. 
Bawds, Panders, to a young Whore ; 
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Enter Bilbo. 

sail. Thccucs, Theeues, Theeues, where are they 
Mailer T 
Mai. Where are they Biibot what Tbeefe fedl 

Ihoul 

Bil. That ilfauor'd Theefe in your Candle Hr, none 
elfe not I. 

Afal. Why didft thou cry Theeues then f 

Bil. Becaufe you cry'd Whores ; I knew a Theefe 
was slwayes within a (tones cafl of a Whore. 

Mai. What mak'll thou vp at Midnight? 

Biib. I make them which are made euei; hoiire 
i'lli day (patches.) 

Mai. Slaue what art doing I 

Bil. That which few men can doe, mending Sir. 

Afal. What art mending 1 

Bil. That which few men care to mend, a bad 
fole. 

Mai. Looke here, come hither, doll thou fee 
what's this t 

Bil. I fee tis our Wicket mader. 

Mai. Stop there and tell me, is Tormidla forth 1 

Bil. I heard Puskeena our Kilchin-raaid fay, ftie 
was going about a mmther : 

Mai. A murther ; of whom t 

BiL Of certaine Skippers; (he was fleaing her 
felfe. 

Mai. She dwels not in her Chamber, for ray 
Ghoft 
Call'd from his red) ti^nn Roome to roome has 

Oalk'd, 
Yet m_et no Termiella. 
Was not her fweel heart here to night, GazeHo T 

Bil. Gazitto ! no fir. here was no Gazetto here, 

Mai. Walke round the Orchard, holla for het 
there. 

Bil. So, ho ho, ho ho. ExU. 

Mai. She's certaine with Gaxttto, 
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Should he tume Villaine, Iraine my poore child forth 
Though (he's contraffled to him, and rob her youth 
Of that Gemme none can prize {liecaufe nere Ceene) 
The Virgins riches (Chatlity) and then 
(When he has left her ugly to all eyes) 
His owne (hould loath her, vds death I would draw 
An old mans nenies all vp into this arme. 
And nayle him to the Bed 

Enter Bilbo. 

Bil. So, ho, ho, ho, the Conyes vTe to feed motl 
j'th night Sir, yet I cannot fee my young miflris in our 
Warren. 

Mai No! 

BU. No, nor you neither, tis fo darke. 

Mai. Where Ihould this fooh(h girle be % tis paft 
twelue, 
Who has inuited her forth to her quicke mine ! 

Bil. My memory Jogs rae by the elbow, and tels 

Mai. What Bilbo out with alL 

Bil. A Barber flood with her on Saturday night 
very late when he had (hau'd all his Cuftomers, and as 
I thinke, came to ttimme her. 

Mai. A Barber 1 To trim her 1 Sawft thou the 
Muskcod ) 

Bil. A chequei'd aprone Gentleman I affure you : 
he fmelt horrible (Irong of Camphire, Bay leaues and 
Rofe water : and he Hood fidling with Tormiella. 

Mai. Ha 1 

Bil. Fidling at leall halfe an houre, on a Citteme 
with a mans broken head at it, fo that I thinke 'twas a 
Barber Surgion : and there's one Cymim,mo a Shop- 
keeper, comes hither a batfowling euery Moone-fhine 
night too. 

Mai. What's he ! Cynamono ! 

Bil. I lake him to be a Comlitmaker with rotten 
teeth, for lie neuer comes till the Barber's gone. 
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A Comfitmaker I 

Bil. Yes Sir, for he gaue Tormiella a Candied 
roote once, and Hie fwore 'twas the fweeteft thing 

Mai, Dwels he here i'th City I 

Bil. He has a houfe i'th City, but I know not 
where he liues. 

Mai. Sheele follow her kind ; turne Monfler, get a 
light 

BU. My fconce is ready Sir. 

Mai. Call at Gazettoes Lodging, aske how he 
dares 
Make a Harlot of my child, — flaue lay no more : 
Begon, beat boldly. 

Bil. He beat downe the doore ; and put him in 
mind of a Shroue-tuefday, the fatall day for doores to 
be broken open. . Exit. 

Mai. For this night Tm her Porter ; Oh haplefle 

Creatures ! 

There is in woman a Diuell from her birth. 

Of bad ones we haue (holes, of good a dearth. Exit, 

Enter Cordolenie and Tbrmiella. 

Cor. No more my Tormiella, night hath borne 
Thy vowes to heauen, where they are fyl'd by this 
Eyther one day to crowne thy conftant Soule 
Or (if thou fpot it with foule periury,) 
For euer to condemne thee. 

Tor. Come it (hall not : 
Here' am I fphear'd for euer, thy feares {deare Loue) 
Strike coldly on thy jealous bread I know 
From that my Fathers promife to Gazdto 
That he fhould haue me, contrafl is there none, 
For ray heart loath'd it, is there left an oath 
Fit for a Maid to fweare by. 

Cord. Good fweet giue o're. 
What need we binding oathes being fad before % 
I dare the crabbed'ft. Fate, (hee cannot fpin 
A thred thus fine and rotten ; how now 1 &d ! 
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Tar. Pray Heauen, I bee not mid at home, dcare 
Cordolatte 
Thou fhalt no farther, He venter now my felfe. 
Cor. How fweel ! venture alone ! 
Torm. Yes, yes, good reft. 
Cor. By that are Loueis parted, feldome bled. 

Enter Bilbo. 

Bil. Wlio goes there, if you be a woman (land, for 
all the men I met to eight, lye in the Kennell. 

Tor. My Fathers man I I am betray 'd. 

Cor. Feare nothing. 

Tor. Bilbo \ 
Whether art thou running ? 

Bil. Out of my wits and yet no Churles Executor, 
'tis no money makes me mad, but want of money. 

Tor. Good tell me whether art going ? 

Bil. I am going to Hell (that's to fay home) for 
ray Mailer playes the Diuell, and I come from feeking 
out a houfe of euerlafling Thunder, (thal'a to fay a 
Woman) I haue becne bouncing at Signior Gazoo's 
Chamber for you. 

Tor. Ha ! 

Bil. You'l be haa'd when you come home. 

Tor. I am vndone for euer. 

Cor. Thou art not, peace. 

Bil. Signior Gazetto is home-mad, and leapt out 
of his Bed, (as if fleas had bit him) fo that I thinke 
he comes running (larke naked after me. 

Tor. Oh me, what helpe my dearefl Soulc 1 

Cor. To defperate wounds 
Let's apply defperate cure, dar'ft thou flye hence % 

Tor. Dare 1 try me. 

Cor. Then farewell Cordoua ; 
Horfes wee'l forthwith hire, and quicke to Siuell 
My birth-place, there thou (halt defie all ilormes. 

Tor. Talke not, but doe. 

Bi/. She would haue you doe much but fay little. 
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Tor. Bilho, thou feed me not 
BU. No, no, away, mum I. 

Cor. To (hut thy lips fafl, here are lockes of Gold. 
Bil. I fpy a light comming, trudge this way. 
Tor. You daily with fire, halle, haile, Bilbo fare- 
well. 

Cor. (laire-cron. Loue ! 
I To find way to whofe Heauen, man wades through 
Hell. Exeunt, manet Bilbo. 

Enter Gaseflo. 

Gas. Wo, ho, ho, ho, — whew. 

BU. Another Fire-drake ! More Salamanders I 
Heere Sir. 

Gas. Biibo 1 How now I Is the Dy-dapper aboue 
water yet I 

BU. Signior Gasftlo ! Mine Eyes are no bigger 
then litle pinnes heads with flaring, my heeles ate 
with trotting, my candle is come to an vntimely end 
through a Confumption. Yet my yong MiHris your 
fweet hart, like fweet breath amongll Tobacco- 
drinkers, is not to be found. 

Gas. On, take my Torch, apace : the neer'ft way 
home. 
Fluttering abroad by Owle-light 1 

Bil. Here fir, turne downe this Lane ; (hall I 
knocke your Torch Signior) 

Gaz. Prithee doe what thou wilt, the Diuell I 
where is (he 1 

Bil. Had you knockt your Torch well before Tor- 
midla (ware the poll) and held it well vp when it waa 
lighted, (he had neuer giuen you the flip, and i'faith 
Signior when is the day ) 

Gaz. The wedding (meanfl thou) on Saint Luka 
day next, 
'Tis mine owne name thou know'il : but now I feare 
She's loH, and the day too. 

Bil. If (he Chould driue you by foule weather into 
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Cuckolds Hauen before Saint Lukes day comes, 
Signior Liuo how then 1 

Gai. If (he dares let her, 1 haue her Fathers pro- 
mife, nay oath that I Ihall haue her. 

BU. Here is my Matters Gate. 

Gas. Stay ihe's at home fure now : He (lip afide, 
Knocke thou, and if (he anfweres (as 'tis likely) 
Weel try if dill Ih' old fencing be in vfe. 
That faulty women neuer want excufe. 

BU. They are made for the purpofe to lye and 
Dilior, 
lie knocke. 

Mai. Who's there ) 

BU. 'Tis I, open the doore. 

Mai What I to a Common ! 

BU. What common 1 You doe me wrong fir, 
though I goe in breeches, I am not the roaring giile 
you take me for. 

Mai. Wert ihou with Gasetlo % 

BU. Yes. 

Mai. Was (he with Gazdfo I 

BU. No. 

Mai. Was GazeHo alone % 

BU. No fir, I was *-ith hira. 

Mai. Foole knew not he (he was forth 1 

BU. Yes when 1 told him. 

Gaz. Signior Malrvaite open the doore pray. 

Afai. Oh Luke Gaulto. 

Gat. Not yei come home ! 

Mai. No, no. 

Gaz. Not yet I vds death 
When I (hall take the Viilaine does this wrong. 
Had better (lolneaway a Starre from Hcauen 
No Spaniard fure dares doe it. 

£U. 'Tis forae Englijh man has ftolne her, I hold 
my life, for mod Theeues and brauell Cony-catchers 
are amongjl them. 

Gaz. All Cordotia fearch ere morning, if not found 
He ride to SiuUi^ He mount my lennet Sir 
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And take the way to Madrill. 

Idai. Ne're fpeake of Madrill, 
The ioumey is for her too dangerous, 
If Cordoua hold her not, lets all to SiuUl. 
Haile, haile, by breake of day 
Signtor Gasette let vs meet agen. 

Gaz. Agreed : 

MaJ. We'll hunt her out Mxit. 

Bil. But you know not when, will jou take your 
Torch. Exit. 

Gaz. Keepe it, luftfull maiden ! 
Hot Spanijh vengeance foUowes thee, which flyes 
Like three forkt Lightning, whom it fmites, he dyes. 
Exit. 



Enter Prince lohn all vaready, and Pachtco his Page. 

loh. Facheco t 

Pack. My Lord. 

loh. Is't fo earely ! What a Clocke Is't % 

Pack. About the houre that Souldiers goe to bed, 
and Catchpoles rife : Will your Lordihip be trufs'd vp 
this morning 1 

loh. How dod meane, goe to hanging ! 

Pack. Hanging ! does your Lordfliip take me for 
a crack-rope. 

loh. No, but for a notable Gallowes, too many 
Lordlhips are trufs'd vp euery day (boy) fome wud 
giue a looo. Crownes to haue 'em vnty'd, but come 
fir tye vp my Lordfliip. 

P(uh. As fail as I can. Oh my Lord and a man 
could tye friends to him as fail as I doe thefe points, 
'twere a braue world. 

loh. So he does, for thefe are fad now, and loofe 
at night. 

Path. Then they are like the lone of a woman. 

loh. Why boy 1 Do you know what the loue of a 
woman is ! 
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Pa(h. No faith my Lord, i 
man elfe I thinke. 

Joh. Y'are a noble Villaine. 

Path. Would I were, then I (hould be rich. 

/M. Well get you gon Mxit. 

Here's a braue fyle of noble Portugal! 

Haue fwome to helpe me, its hard trufling Aran- 

gers. 
Nay more, to giue them footing in a Land 
la eafie, hard to remoue ihem ; fay they and I 
Should fend my Brother King out of this world. 
And inthrone me {for that's the Starre I reach at,) 
I raufl haue Spaine mine, more then Porlugalt, 
Say that the Dons and Grandi'es were mine owne. 
And that I had the Keyes of the Court Gates 
Hang at my Girdle ; in ray hand the Crowne, 
There's yet no lifting it vp to my head 
Without the people ; I mull ride that BeaH, 
And bell tit fad : who walkes not to his Throne 
Vpon their heads and hands, goes but alone ; 
This Dogfilh mull I catch then, the Queenes 

Father I 
ij'edro Valafco) what if I got him ! 
Its but a Ihallow old fellow, and to build 
On the great'il, wifefl Statefman, in a deiTigne 
Of this high daring, is mod dangerous ; 
We fee the tops of tail trees, not their heart ; 
To find that found or rotten, there's the Art. 
Hew now Ji^o ? 



Enter lago. 

lap). Good morrow to your Lordfhip, 
The King lookes for you, 
You mud come prefently. 

loh. WeL Sir : muft come I So : flori/h. 

As I mud come, fo he ere long mufl goe. Exeunt, 




VaJafc. And broad awake ! 

King. As is that eye of Heauen. 

Val. It fpake ! not, did it 1 

King. No ; but with broad eyes, 
Glaflie and fierie (lair'd vpon me thus, 
As blacke, as is a Soule new dipt in Hell ; 
The t'other was all white, a beard and haire 
Snowie like Portu^all, and me thought his looks i 
But had no armes. 

Val. No annes ! 

King. No : jud my height, 
Now, and e're this it was (hot vp fo high, 
Me thought I heard the head knocke at a Starre, 
Cleane through the Seeling. 

Val. Fancy, Fancy, 

King. I faw it. 

Val. A nieere DeccpUo vifus. 

King. A vice A(Te ; 
y'are an incredulous Coxcombe, thefe faw it. 

Vol. Well ; they did, they did. 

King. I call'd for helpe ; thefe enter'd, found mee 
dead with feare ! 

Omn. 'Tis right Sir. 

King. Did not the Spirits ghde by thee ) 

Mar. Your Grace mull pardon me, I faw none. 

King. 'Shart doe 1 lye ! doe you braue me ! yoa 
bafe Peafant. 

Mart. No my Lord, but I mufl guard ray Lfe 
againtl an Emperor. 

King, One of my wiues men, is't not ! Ha ! 
What a Pox fawnes the Curre for here ! away. 

Exit. Marlines. 
Her Spye Sir ! Are you ! 

Val. Sooth him vp. y'are fooles. 
If the Lyon fay the Affes eares are homes 
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The AITe if he be wife will fweare it, la Sir 
Thefe lell me they all law it. 
Omii. Yes my LorA 

Enttr lago. 

A'jwj. And yet 1 lye ! a whorefon buzzard — 
Now iir. 

/affB. J'rince /aAu is comming. 

^irig. When fir 1 

/anil. Indantly. 

Xing. Father He tell you a Tale, vpon a time 
The I.yon Foxe and filly Affe did jarre. 
Grew friends and what they got, agreed to (hare ; 
A prey was tane, the bold Afl'e did diuide it 
Into three equall parts, the Lyon fpy'd it, 
And fcoming two fuch (harers, moody grew, 
And pawiBg the Alle, Ihooke him as I (hake you. 

Vaiafc. Not too hard good my Lord, alas I am 
crai'd. 

King. And in rage tore him peece meale, the Affe 
thus dead, 
The prey was by the Foxe dillributed 
Into three parts agen ; of which the Lyon 
Had two for his Ihare, and the Foxe but one : 
The Lyon (finiling) of the Foxe would know 
Where he had this wit, he the dead AITe did fliow. 

Valafc. Ad excellent Tale. 

King. Thou art that Affe. 

Valafc. T I 

King. Thou : you, and the Foxe my Brother cut 
my Kingdome, 
Into what llcakes you lid, I fliare no more, 
Ihen what you lid to giue. 

You iwo broach Wane or Peace; you plot, contriue, 
You flea off the Lyons skinne, yovi fell him aliue, 
But hauirg tome the Afle fird limbe from limbe 
His death (hall tell the Foxe He fo ferve him. 




I doe all this I 'tis falfc : in Prince lohnt 

face 
He fpit if he dares fpeake it, you might ride me 
For a" right Affe indeed if I fhould kick 
At you, vndetmine you, or blow you vp 1 
In whom the hope of my pollerity 
(By marriage of my child your wife) doth grow 
None but an Affe would doe it. 
Kin^. If I know, your litile finger was but in't, 

neither age ; 
Your place in Court, and Councell, refpefl of 

honour, 
Nor of ray wife (your Daughter) (hall keepe this 

head 
Vpon thefe (houlders — 

Enter Prince lokn. -_ 

Valafc. Take it ; now here's Prince lohn. 

Kin^. How now Brother 1 Sick ! 

Ivh. Not very well. 

Sing. Our Court is fome Inchanted Tower you 
come not neare it 
Are you not troubled with fome paine i'th head ) 
Your Nighi-cap Ihewes you are ' 

fo/t. Yes wonderouily a kind of Megiim Sir, 

King. I thinke to bind 
Your Temples with the Crowne of Spatne woidd cafe 
you. 

loli. The Crowne of Spatne ! my Temples ! 

ICiftg. Nay, 1 but ieil, 
A Kingdome would make any Sicke man well, 
And lohn I would thou hadil one. 

Jok. It (liall goe hard elfe. 

Valajf. The K.ing I ihanke him fays that you and 

King. What 1 

Vaiafc. Cut you out fir in tleakes : He not be 
filent, 
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Aod that I am an AITe, and a FoJte you ; 
Haue I any dealings with you I 

/oh. When 1 aiii to deale fir, 
A wifer man than you fhall hold the Cards. 
Valafc, Now I'm call'd foole toa 

Kiti^. Sir if you remember 
Before he came, you buzz'd into mine eare, 
Tunes that did found but fcuniily. 
Vol. I buz ! What bue ! 

King. That he fhoulJ fell me [o the Porlugall. 
Vol, Wer't thou as big as all the Kings i 
world, 
Tia falfe and I defie thee. 

King. Nay Sir, and more,— 
Val. Out wiih't ; no whifpering. 

King. I fhall bluih to fpeake it, 
Harke you, a Poxe vpon't, cannot you footh 
His fullcn Lordfhip vp, you fee 1 doe 
Flatter him, confefle any thing. 

Vai. A good left ! 
I (hould confeffe to him I know not what, 
AiJ^ haue my throat cut, but I know not why. 

loh. Wud your Grace 
Would licence me a while to leaue the Court 
To attend my health. 

King. Doe. 

loh. I take my leaue — as for you Sir. Exit. 

King. My Lord doe you fee this Change i'th Moone, 
fharpe homes 
Doe threaten windy weather, fliall I rule you 
Send to him dead words, write to him your mind 
And if your hearts be vnfound purge both, all 

humors 
That are corrupt within you. 

ffl/. He ncuer write, but to him in perfon. 

Enter old Lady. 
King. Pray Madam rife. 
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la^. Doe you know this old furie I 

Alph. No : what is (he % 

lag. She's the Rings nuthooke (if report has not 
a blifter on her tongue) that when any Filberii-tree is 
n'pe ; puis downe the brauefl bawes to his hand ; a 
Lady Pandrefle, and (as this yeares Almanacke fays)haa 
a priuate hot-houfe for his Grace onely to fweat in : 
her name the I-ady Dililotnan \ the poore Knight her 
Husband is troubled with the City Gowt, lyes i'th 
Counter. 

K. He hang him that (lirres in't, the proudeft 
Fawlcon that's pearcht ip nearefl the Eagle, if he dare, 
make this his prey, how many yeares I 

Lad. Fifteene and vpwards if it pleafe your 
Grace. 

Kin. Some two footed Diuell in our Court, 
Would thrufl you out of al), Inclos'd I or Common ! 

Lad. Tis yet inclos'd if it like your Grace. 

King. Entayl'd I 

Lad. Newly Entayl'd, as there 'tis lo be feene in 
blacke and while. ^ 

King. This cafe my felfe will handle ; fee no 
Lawyer 
He Hand for you, ha ! Servants of mine tum'd grin- 
ders 1 
To oppreffe the weake 1 What flaue is't ! from my 

fight, 
Lead my heau'd hand fwerue awry, and Innocence 
fmite. 

Aiph. This Bawd belike has her houfe pull'd 
downe. Exeunt. 

King. So : come hither, nearer, where (hines this 
aarre? 

Lad. Tth City, brightly, fprighlly, brauely, oh 'tis 
a Creature — 

King. Young ! 

Lad. Delicate, piercing eye, inchanting voyce, lip 
red and raoyJl, skin foft and white ; (he's amorous, 
delicious, inciferous, tender, neate. 
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King. Thou tnadH me, newly married 1 

Lad. New mairied, that's all the hole you can find 
in her coate, but fo newly, the poefie of her wedding 
Ring is fcajce warme with the heale of her finger ; 
therefore my Lord, fallen this wagtayle, as foone as 
you can lime your bulh, lor women are Venice-glafles, 
one knocke fpoyles em. 

King. Crackt things ! pox on 'em. 

Lad. And then they'i hold no more then a Law- 
yers Confcience. 

KOig. How (hall I get a fight of this rich Dia- 
mond. 

Lad. I would haue you firfl difguis'd goe along 
with mee, and buy fomc toy in her fhop, and then if 
you like Danae fall into her lap like love, a net of 
Goldfmiths worke will plucke vp more women at one 
draught, then a Fifherman does Salmons at fifteene. 

King. What's her Husband) 

Lad. A flatcap, pilh ; if he (lorme, giue him a 
Court-Loafe Hop's mouth with a Monopoly. 

King- T'haft fir'd me. 

La. Vou know where to quench you. 

King. lie fleale from Court in fome difguife pre- 
fently. 

Lad. Stand on no ground good your Highnerte. 

King. Away, He follow thee, fpcake not of hafl, 
Thou tyeft but wings to a fwift gray Hoimds heele, 
And add'll to a running Charriot a fift wheele. 
Thou now dofl hinder me, away, away. 



Finis AHin primi. 
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AJhop turned. Enter Bilbo and Lazarillo. 

Bii. Lasarllio art bound yet ) 

Laz. No, but my Indentures are made. 

BU. Make as much harte to feale, as younger 
Brothers doe at taking vp of Commodities : for Laia- 
rillo, there's not any Deiga that treads vpon Spanijh 
leather, goes more vprighl vpon the foles of his Coq- 
fcience, then our Mafler does. 

Las. Troth fo I thinke, now I like ray little finirk- 
ing Miflris as well. 

Bit. Like her, did not I like her fimply, to ninne 
away from her father (where I had both men Seruants 
and maid Seruants vnder me) to weare a flat cap here 
and cry what doe you lacke. 

Eftter Gallarils. 

Lat. What is't you lacke Gentlemen, rich gartere, 
fpangled rofes, filke (lockins, embrodered gloucs or 
girdles. 

Dil. Bon fweet Don, fee here rich Tufcan hat- 
bands, Venetian ventoyes, or Barbarian flioo-drings — 
no poynt Exeunt Gatlants. 

Las. Their powder is dankifh and will not take 
fire. 

Bilb. Reach that paper of gloues what marke is't I 

Laz. P. and Q. 

Enter Malevento. 

Bit. P. and Q. chafe thefe, chafe, chafe, heie's a 
world to make Shopkeepers chafe. 
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lot. What is't you buy Sir, gloucs, garters, 
g^dles. 

Bil. Lasarilh, Lasarillo^ my old mafter Andrada 
Ataievenio ; do you heare fir, the bell hangers in Spaine 
for your worfhip, 

MaL Vmh 1 I haue Itnowne that voyce, wlial ! 
Run away 1 Why how now Bilbo I growne a Sliop- 
keeper ! 

BU. logging on Sir, in the old path to be call'd 
vpon to bearc all offices, I hope one day. 

Mai. 'Tis well : good fortunes bleffe you. 

Bil. Turn'd Citizen fir, a Counter you fee flill 
before me, to put me in mind of my end, and what I 
mud goe to, if I truH too many with my ware, it's 
Dcwes to fee your worfhip in SiuUl. 

Mai. 'Tis true : but Bilbo, no newes yet of my 
Daughter 1 

Bil. None. 

Mai. Not any ! 

BiL What will your worfhip giue me, if I melt 
away all that fow of lead that lyes heauy at your 
heart, by telling you where thee is. 

Mai. Prithee ilep forth, fpeake foftjy, thou 
warm'd my blood. lie giue thee the befl fuite Pren- 
tize e're wore. 

BU. And I can tell you Prentizes are as gallant 
now, as fome that waike with ray cozen Bilbo at 
their fides, you can fcarce know 'em for Prentices of 
SiuiU. 

Mai. Fly to the marke I prithee ? 

BU. Now I draw home, doe you fee this (hop, this 
(hop is my Mailers. 

Mai. So, fo. what of all this % 

BU. That mailer lies with my yong miHris, and 
that miftris is your Daughter. 

Mai. Ha ! 

Bit. Mum : (he's gone forth, this morning to a 
Wedding, he's aboue, but (as great men haue done) 
he's comraing downe. 



Match tne in London. 
Filter Cofdolmte. 



J 



Mai. Is this he ) 

Bil. This is he: 

Cord. Looke to the fhop. 

Mai. Pray lir a word 1 

Cor. You ihall 

J/ij/, You doe not know me ) 

Cord. Truft me not well. 

Mai. Too well, thou haft vndone me, 
Thou art a CiuJll Theefe with lookes demure 
As is thy habit, but a Villaines heart 

Mai. Heare me fir — to rob me of that fire 
That fed my life with heale (my onely Child) 
Tume her into 

Cor. What fir 1 She's my wife. 

Mai. Thy Strumpet, (he's a difobedient Child, 
To crofle my purpofes ; I promis'd her 
To a man whom I had chofen to be her Husb.ind, 

Cord. She lou'd him not ; was flie coniradled to 
himl 
Can he lay claime to her by Law % 

Mai. He fweare, 
She told me I (hould rule her, that (he was 
AfTy'd to no other man, and that to pleafe me 
She would onely take Gazdto. 

Cord. I will forbeare Sir 
To vexe you ; what (he'fpakefo, was for feare, 
But I ha' done, uo Begger has your child 
I crauc no Dowrie with her, but your Loue, 
For hers I know I haue it, 

Mai. Muft I not fee her ! 

Cord. You (hall but now ftie's forth fir. 

Mai. She has crackt my heart-ftrings quite in 
funrter, 

Cord. Her loue and duty (hall I hope knit all 
more llrongly 
Sir I befeech your patience, when xay bofome 
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Is layd all open to you, you (hall find 

An honeR heatl there, and you will be glad 

You h'a met the Thecfe that rob'd you, and forgiue 

I am ingag'd to bulinefTe rraues forae fpeed, 
Pleafe you be wilnefle to it. 

Ma/. VVeti I (hall. 
Parents with milke feed Children, they them ' 
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Bil. As kind an old man Lamrillo, i 
tnuU'd Sack. 

Las. So it feemes, for I faw him weepe like a Cut 
Vine. 

Bil. Weepe; I H-airant that was becau(e hee 
could not find in's heart to haue ray Mader by 
th'eares. 



Enttr TormitUa. 

Last. My Midris. 

SU. Chafe chafe. 

Tor. Where's your mailer. 

Bil. Newly gone forth forfooth. 

Tor. Whether, with whom ! 

Bil. With my old Mafter your Father. 

Tor. Ha ! my Father ! when came he ! who was 
with htm ? 
What faid he, how did my Hufband vfe him % 

Bil. As Officers at Couit vfe Citizens that come 
without their Wmes, fcarce made him drinke, but they 
are gone very louingly together. 

Torm. That's well, my heart has fo ak't fmce I 
went forth, I am glad 1 was out of the pea!es of 
Thunder, askt hee not for mee, was Cazc/to with him, 
Luke was not hee with him ha) 

Bil. No onely the old man. 

Tbr. That's well, reach my workebasket, is the 
imbrodered Muffe perfum'd for the Lady t 
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Bilbo. Yes foribolh, (he neuer put her hand inl 
a fweeter thing. 

Torm. Are you fure Gazetio was not with ray 
Father 1 

Bil. Vnlefle he wore the inviAble cloake. 

Tor. Bleffe me from that dileafe and I care no% 
one fit of him would (oone fend me lo my graue ; 
hatt fo throbs t 

Enter Gazetio and Officers. 

Laz. What is't ^ou laclce. 

Bii. Fine Garters, Gloues, Glafles, Girdles what ist' 
you buy. 

Gas. 1 haue a warrant you fee from the King tQi 
fearch all Siuell for the woman that did this murther^ 
the aifl of which has made me mad, mifle no (hop, let 
me haue tiiat, which 1 can buy in fome Country for' 
feuen groatea luilice ! 

0^. Your fearching houfe by houfe this is fo fpread 
abroad that 'tis as bad as a fcarcrow to fright away 
the bird you feeke to Catch, me thinks if you walke 
foberly alone, from ihop to (hop your bat fowling 
would catch more wagtailes. 

G<ti. Well (hot Sagitarius, He nock as thou bidll 
' mee. 

Offi. What thinke you of yonder parrot i'th C&gfi. 

Gaz. A rope — ha— puffe— is the wind with race. 

Tor. What Hares the man at fo, 

Offi. His wits are reeld a little out of the road way 
nothing elfe. 

Bii. Alas miflris, this world !s able to make aof 
man mad. 

G(t£. Ha ha ha ha. 

0/Ji. \\'hat doe you laugh at, is this (hee. 

Gas. No, but I faw a doue fly by that had eatea 
Carrion it ihewd Uke a corrupted Chmchman fare- 
well. 
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Off, Doe you (iifchargevs then. Exeunt Officers. 

Gax. As haile rhol at a dunghill where Crowi^s are. 

Th'art mine ; thankes vengeance ; thou at la(l art 



(Tho with woUy feet) be quick n 



V and ilrike home. 
Exit. 



Enter King and Lady. 

Laz. W'hux is't you lacke. 

Bii. What is't you buy. 

Lady. That's (bee. 

King. Peace ; Madam lets try here. 

Jiil. What is't you lack fir ! 

King. A gloue with an excellent perTume. 

£U. For yoiu" felfe fir ! 

Kiug, I would fit my lelfe fir, but I am now for a 
wcnnan : a pritiy little hand, the richeft you haue. 

Lad. About the bignefle of this gentlewoinans will 
fenie. 

Ktng. Yes faith Madam, at all adventures He make 
this my meafure, Ihall I miltrilTe ! 

Tor. As you pleafe fir. 

Kin. It pleafes mee well. 

£i/. Theti fir go no farder, heer'a the fairefl in all_ 
S^ine, feUow it and take mine for a dogskin 

La. Pray forfooth draw it on, if it fit you it fits the 
party furely- 

£il. Nay Madam, the gloue is moll genuine for any 
young Ladies hand vnder the Coape, I affure you. 

King. 1 but the Leather. 

BU. Nay, the Leather is affable and apt to bee 
diawn to any generous difpofition. 

Kin. Pray (faire Lady) does it not come on too 
fliffe? 

Tor. No fir very gently. 

£ii. Stifle; as prolixious as you pleafe; nay fir 
the fent is Aromaticall and mod odorous, the muske 
vpon my word Sir is perfefl. Catliayne, a Tumbafine 
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odor vpon my credit, not a graine eillier o( your 
mindy Carara or Cubit musk. 

Kin^. Adulterated I doubt 

Bil. No adultery in the world in't, no fophillicalion 
but pure as it comes from the cod. 

Tor. Open more, you fliall haue what choyce you 
pleafe, 

Bil. You Ihall haue al! the ware open'd i'th (hop 
to pleafe your worfhip, but you (hall bee fitted. 

King. No no, it needs not ; that which is open'd 
already (hall ferve my turne. 

Lady. Will you goe farther (onne and fee better. 

King. And perhaps fpeed worfe ; no : your price? 

Bit. Foure double Piaolets. 

Kin^. How I 

Bil. Good ware cannot be too deare : looke vpon 
the cofl, Relilli the feut, note the workeman(hip. 

King. Your man is loo hard, He rather deale with 
you : three He giue you. 

Lad. Com pray take it, will three fetch 'em ? 

Tor. Indeed we cannot, it Hands my Husband in 
more. 

AV«g. Well lay thefe by, a Cordouanl for my 
felfe. 

Bil. The belt in Siiull; Lacke you no rich 
Tmkan Garters, Venetian ventoyes Madam, I haue 
maskes tnoll methodicall, and facetious : aftay this 
gloue lir ? 

King. The Leather is too rough. 

Bil. Vou (liali haue a (ine fmooth skin pleafe your 
feeling better, but all our SpaniJIi Dons choofe that 
which is mod rough, for it holds out, fweat you neuer 
fo hard. 

King. The price 1 

Bil. The price 1 
Foure Crownes, I haue excellent Hungarian (hag 
bands Madam for Ladies, cut out of the fame peece 
that the great Turkes Tolibant was made of. 

King. The Great Turkc be damn'd. 
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Bil. Doe you want any Frttich Codpeece points 
Sirt 

King. Poxe on 'em, they'l not laft, th'are burnt 
i'th (iying. 

BU. If they be blacke they are rotten indeed, fir 
doc yon want no rich fpangled Morifco (hoo-flrings. 

King. I like this beard-brufti, but that the haire'a 
too aiffe. 

Bil. Flexable as you can wi{h, the very brifUes of 
the fame fwine that are fatlen'd in Virginia. 

Lad. What comes all to, before vs 1 

Bii. It comes to 4. 5. 6. in all, fixe double Piflo- 
lets. and a Spanijk Ducket ouer. 

King. Too deare, let's goe. 

BU. Madam, worlTiipfiill Don, pray fir offer, if any 
(hop (hew you the like ware. 

Lad. Prithee peace fellow, how d'ee like hert 

King. Rarely, what lure canll thou caft to fetch 
her off I 

Lad. Leaue that to me, giue me your purfe. 

Bil. Doe you heare Madam I 

Kit^. The fatall Ball is caft, and though it fires 
AU Spaine, burne let it, hot as my defires : 
Haue you difpatch'd 1 

La. Yes. 

Bil. I alTure your worfliip, my mafter will be a 
loofer by you. 

King. It may be fo, but your Miftris will not fay 
fo. 

Lad. Sonne I tell her of the rich imbrodered 
flulTe at home for the tops of gloues, and to make mee 
muffes, if it pleafe the Gentlewoman to take her man 
along, Ihee Ihall not onely fee them, but ceriaine 
flones, which I will haue fet onely in one paire, I can 
tell you, you may fo deale with me, you fliall gaine 
more then you thinke of. 

Bil. Miftris ftrike in with her. 

Tor. My Husband is from home, and I want skill 
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To trade in fuch Commodities, but ray man 
Shall wait vpon your Ladiftiip. 

Lad. Nay, nay, corae you. 
Your man rtiail goe along to note my Houfe, 
To fetch your Husband, you fliall dine with vs. 

King. Failh doe forfooih, you'l not repent yout 
matciL 

Lad. Come, come you Ihall. 

Tor. lie wait vpon you Madam, Sirrah yout 
cloak e. 

Bil, Make vp that ware, looke to th' (hop. 

Term. If your Mailer come in, requejl him to 
flay till your fellow come for him. 

Lad. Come Miflris, on Sonne, nay, nay, indeed 
you fhall not, 
My Gloue, one of my glouea loll in your (hop. 

Tami. Runne backe firrah. 

King. Doe wee'll foftly afore. 

Tor. Make hafte. Exeunt, 

Lai. A Gloue 1 I faw none. 

Bil. Nor I, it drop'd from her fomewhere elfe 
then. 

Lax. I am call'd vp to Dinner Bilbo. 

Bit. Are you, then make fail the (hop doore, and 
play out our fet at Maw, for the Midris of my Mailers 
alley is trundled before, and my bowles mull rub 
after. 

Las. Flye then and a great one. Exit. 

Bil. She's out a'th Alley, i'th Cranck belike, run, 
run, rum. Ex. 

Enter Lady, Tormietla, and King. 

Lad. Low (loolcs, pray lit, my man (liall fetch the 

(luffes 
And after Dinner you (hall haue thofe (lones : 
A cup of wine ; what drinke you ! Loue you badard 1 
He giue jou the bed in Spatne. 
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Tor. No wines at all. 

Lad. Haue you beene married long 1 

Torm. Not long. 

iMd. 1 thinke your wedding (hooes haue not beene 
oft vnt/d. 

Torm. Some three times. 

Lad. Pretty Soule; No more I indeed 
You are the youngeft Vine I e're faw planted. 
So full of hope for bearing ; methinlcs 'tis pitty 
A Citizen (hould haue fo faire a Tree 
Crow in his Garden. 

Torm. I thinke him bed worthy, 
To pUicke the fruit, that fets it. 

Lad. Oh you'd h'a ftion 
At Court like a full Conftellation, 
Your Eyes are orbes of Starres, 

T^. Mufe my man flayes. 

La. Your man is come, aod fent to fetch your 
Husband, 
Truft nie you (hall not hence, till you haue fiU'd 
This banqueting roome with fome fweet thing or 

other ; 
Your Husband's wonderous kind to you. 

Tar. As the Sunne 
To the new married Spring, the Spring to tli' Earth. 

Lad Some children looke mod fweetly at their 
birth, 
That after proue hard fauor'd ; and fo doe Hus- 
bands : 
Your honey Moonea fooneft waine and fhew (harpc 

Tor. Mine (hall (hew none. 

Lad. I doe not wi!h it fliould, 
Yet be rot loo much kept vnder, for when you would 
You (hall not rife. 

Ter. Vmh 1 

Lad. I was once as you are, 
Young (and perhaps as faire) it was my Fate 
WhiUl Summer lalled and that beauty rear'd 
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Her cuUora in my clieekes, to feme at Court ; 
The King of Spainc that then was, ey'd me ofi : 
Lik'l me, and lou'd me, woo'd me, at lad won me. 
Tor. 'Twas well you were no City. 

Lad. Whyl 
Tor. It feemes, 
You yeelded e're you needed. 

Lad. Nay, you mutl thinke, 
He pl/d me with fierce batteries and aflaidts : 
You are coy now, but (alas) how could you fight 
With a Kings frownea ! your womanilh appetite 
Wer"! ne're To dead and cold would foone take fire 
At honors, (all women would be lifted higher) 
Would you not (loope to take it; and tlinift your 

hand 
Deepe as a King's InTreafure, to haue Lords 
Feare you, t'haue life or death fly irom your words. 
The firft, night that I lay in's Princely armes, 
I feem'd irausform'd, me thought loties oft-ne right 

hand. 
Had fnatchl mee vp and in his (larry fpheare. 
Plac'd me (with others of his Lemmans there) 
Yet was he but the Ihaddow 1 the funne. 
In a proud zodiake, I my Courfe did runne. 
Mine eye beames the dyals (lile ; and had power 
To rule his thoughts, as that Commands the hower. 
Oh you fhaJl find vpon a Princes pillow 
Such golden dreames. 

Tor. I find 'em. 

Lad. Cry you mercy. 

Tirr. My husband comes not, I dare not (lay. 

Lad. You muft. 

King. You (hall. 

Lad. Before you lyes your way 
Beaten out by mec, if you can follow doe. 

Tor. What meanes this, are there bawds Ladies 
tool 

King. Why (hake you, feare not, none here threats 
yoiu life. 
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Tor- Shall not a lambe tremble at the butchers 
knife. 
Let goe your hold, kecpc ofT, what violent hands 
Soeuer force mee, ne're (hall touch woman more, 
He kill ten Monarches ere lie bee ones whore. 

JGng. Heare mee. 

Tor. Avoyd thou diuell. 

Lad. Thou puritan foole. 

Tor. Oh thou bafe Otter hound, help, help. 

King. In vaine. 

Tor. The beft in Spatne (hall know this. 

Lad. The bell now knowes it. 

Tor. Good pitch let mee not touch thee, Spaitie 
has a King : 
If from his royall throne luflice bee driuen, 
I Ihall find right, at the Kings hands of Heauen. 

Lad. This is the King. 

Tor. The King, alas poore flaue. 
A Kauen (lucke with Swannes feathers, fcarcrow dreft 
braue. 

King. Doe you not know me % 

Torm. Yes, for a whore-mailer. 

Lad. No matter for her fcoulding, a womans 
tongue Is like the myraculous Bell in Aragon, which 
rings out without the hel[)e of man. 

King. Heare me, thou (Iriu'ft with Thunder, yet 
tliis hand 
That can (hake Kingdomes downe, thrufts into thine, 
The Scepters, if proud fall, thou let'ft them fall 
Thou beat'ft thy felfe in peecea on a rocke 
That (hall for euer ruine thee and thine 
Thy Husband, and all oppofites that dare 
With vs lo cope, It iliaU not ferue your tume 
With your dim eyes to iudge our beames, the h'ght 
Of Common fires, We can before thy fight 
Shine in full fplendor, though it fuites vs now 
To fuffer this bafe cloud to raaske our brow 
Be wife, and when thou mayfl (for lifting vp 
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Thine anne) plucke Starres, rcfufe them not, 

fweare 
By heanen I will not force thee 'gainft thy blood, 
When I fend, come : if not, mlhftand thy good ; 
Goe, get you home now, this is all, farewell. 

Tor. Oh me I what way to heauen can be through 
hell. Exit. 

King. Why diue you fo T 

Lad. I hope your Maiefly, 
Dare fweare I ha play'd the Pylot cunningly. 
Fetching the wind about to make this Pinnace 
Strike Sayle as you delir'd. 

King. Th'art a damn'd Bawd ; 
A foaking, fodden, fplay-foot, ill-fac'd Bawd ; 
Not all the wits of Kingdomes can enaifl 
To faue what by fuch Gulphes as thou art wrack'd, 
Thou hone wickedneffe, Diuela dam, do'ft. thou 

thinke 
Thy poyfons rotten breath Ihall blaft our fame. 
Or thofe furr'd gtimmes of thine gnaw a King's 

name I 
If thou wouldft downe before thy time, to thy crew, 
Praie of this — yes ; doe, for gold, any flaue 
May gorge himfelfe on fweetes. Kings cannot haue 
By helpe of fuch a hag as thou, I would not 
Diihonour her for an Empire, firom my fight. 

La. Well fir. , 

King. Giue o're your Trade. 

Lad. He change my Coppy. 

King. See you doe. 

La4i. I will tume ouer a new leafe. 

King. We fearch for Serpents, but being found de- 
(Iroy them. 
Men drinke not poyfons, though they oft imploy 
them. £xit. 

Lad. Giue o're ! how liue then ! no, lie keepe that 

ftiii 

If Courtiers will not, I'rae fure Citizens will Exit. 
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Enler Tormidla and Gaadte, 

Gas. Speake with you. 

Torm. Ha ! good fellow keepe thy way. 

Gus. Vare a whore. 

Term. Th'art a bafe Knaue, not the Hreets free I 

Exit. 
Gat. Though dead, frotn vei^eaace earth thee 
(hall not faue, 
Hyxna like, He eate into thy Graue. Exti. 

Enter Cordoieitte, and MaJevaito. 

Cord. I dare now bellow on you a free, 
And hearty welcome to my poore houfe : 

Mai. Thankes Sonne : 
Good Ayre, very good Ayre, and Sonne I thinke. 
You {land well too for trading. 

Cord. Very well fir. 

MaJ. I am glad on't 

E/Uer Lasarillo. 

Cord. Sirrah where's your Millrist 
Mai. I, I, good youth call her. 
She playes the Tortoyes now, you fhall 'twixt her and 

Sec a rare Combat ; tell her here's her Father, 

No, an old fwaggering Fencer, dares her at the 

weapon. 
Which women put downe men at, Scoulding I boy 
I will fo chide her Sonne. 

Cord. Pray doe Sir, goe call her I 

Laz. She's forth Sir with my fellow, a Lady tooke 

her along. 
M<U. Taken vp already, it's well, yet I commend 
her 
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Then thofe iTie fpreads her felfe. 

Cord. Right Sir. 

Mat. Nay rtie's wife 
A fubtill Ape, but louing as the Moone, is 
Sea. 

Cord. I hope fhe'l proue more conftant ; 

Mai. Then is the needle to the Adamant, 
The God of gold powre downe on both your heads 
His comfortable fliowers. 

Cord. Thaiikes to your wifhes. 

Mai. May neiiergall be till'd into your Cup, 
Nor worraewood drew your Pillow ; fo liue, fo loue, 
That none may fay, a Rauen does kilTe a Doue, 
I am fony that I curd you, but the firing 
Sounds as 'tis pla/d on, as 'tis fet we fing. 

E^er Bilbo. 

Cord. Where's thy Miftreffe t 

Mai. Oh-pray Sonne, vfe Bilbo Caueare well 
Where's thy Miareffe 1 

Bil. She's departed Sir. 

Cord. Departed ! whether prithee I 

Bil. It may to a Lord, for a Lady had her away, 
I came backe to fetch a Gloue which dropt from the 
Lady, but before I could ouertake them, they were all 
dropt from me ; my Miilris is to me Sir, the needle in 
the bottle you wot where. 

Mai. Of hay thou mean'fl, fhe'l not be loft I war- 
rant. 

Enter Tormidia, and paffts otur the Stage. 

Cord. Here (he comes now fir, 
TormUlla, call her. 

Bit. What (hall I call her 1 

Mai. Nothing by no meanes 
No let her flutter, now Ibe's fall i'th net, 
On difobedieuce, a gracefull Ihame is fet. 
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Cord. A flrange dead palfie, when a wonians 
tongue 
Has not the power to (lure, dumb ! call her I fay I 

Enter Bilbo. 

Bil. Strange newes Sir ! 

Cord. What is'l % 

Bil. Yondera a Coach full of good faces. 

Cord. That fo Orange I 

BU. Yes to alight at our Gate ; They are aU com- 
ming vp as boldly, as if ihcy were Landlords and came 
for Rent, fee elfe. 

Enier GenlUmen and Gentlewomen. 

I. Gent. The woman of Ihe Houfe fir prayl 
Cor. She's in her Chamber, finah (hew the way. 

Exeunt manet Genilcmen and walke. 
Mai. Doe you know thefe ! 
Cord. Troth not I fir, I'me aroaz'd 
At this their flrange ariualL 

Mai. By their llarcht faces, 
Small fhancks, and bliHed Ihoo-knobs, they Ihould be 
Courtiers. 
Cord. Our Spanijk Mercers lay, ih'are the braueft 
feilowes. 

Mai. For braue men, th'are no leffe i'th Taylors 
bookes. 
Courtiers in Citizens Houfes, are Summer fires, 
May well be fpar'd, and being cleane out are bed 
They doe the houfe no good, but helpe coofurae 
They bume the wood vp, and o're-lieat the roome. 
Sweetening onely th'ayre a little, that's all. 
Play the right Citizen then, whil'll you gaine by 

them. 
Hug 'em, if they plucke your feathers, come not nigh 
them. 
Cord. He clofe with them. 
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Mat. Doe. 

Cord. Welcome Gentlemen. 

Omn. Thanks. 

Cord. Pray Cr what Ladies may thde be with my 
Wife? 

I. Gent. Faith fir if they would cad themfelves 
away vpon Knights, they may be Knights Ladies, but 
are onely Gentlewomen of an exceeding fweet carnage 
and falhjon, and 'tis fo Sir, that your wiues doings 
being bruited and fpread abroad to be rare for her 
handling the SpaniOi needle, thefe beauties are come 
onely to haue your wife pricfce out a thing, which 
mull be done out of hand, that's the whole bulineffe 
Sb. 

Cord. In good time Sir. 

Mai. Of Court I pray Sir are you ! 

a. Gent. Yes Sir, we follow the Court now and 
then, as others follow vs. 

Cord. He meanes ihofe they owe money loo. 

Mai. Pray Sir what newes at Court 1 

I. Gent. Faith Sir the old fiale newes, black lackes 
are fiU'd and (landing Cups empty ed. 

Mai. 1 fee then lacks are fawde in euery comer, 
1 haue giuen it him vnder the Hfl of the eare. 

Cord. Twas foundiy, you fee he's (Irucke dead. 

Mai. Dauncing Baboone I 

Enter Tormiella mask'd, and in other Garments, the 
Gentlewomen with her, and Gentlemai leading her 
away. 

Torm. Farewell. 
Omn. To Coach, away. 

1. Gent The Wekh Embaffador, has a Meflage to 
you fir. 

2, Gent Hee will bee with you (hortly, when thfe 
Aloones Homes are i'th full. Exeunt. 

Mai. What's that they talke I 
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Cord. Nothing but this, they haue giuen il me 
fouDdly, I feele it vnder the lids of both earea, where's 
my wife! 

Etaer Bilbo. 

Bil. She's falne ficke fir. 

Cord. The Night-mare rides her, 

Mai. Ha ! ficke I how ficke 1 

Bil. Of the falUng fickneffe ; you and my Matter 
haue vs'd her to runne away, that fhe has fliew'd you 
another light paire of heeles, (he's gon Sir. 

Cord. Thou lyeO. 

Bil It may be (he lyes by this time, but I (land 
to ray words, I (ay agen She's gon fir ; ca(l your Cap 
at her, but (he's gon hurried into a Coach drawne with 
foure Horfes. 

Cord. Thefe her oathes, vowes, prote Rations, 
damnations, a Serpent kill the firft woman ; and euer 
fince the whole fexe haue giuen fucke to Adders. 

Mai. Run into th' Street, and if thou feed the 
priuileg'd Bawdy houfe (he went into, 

Bii. That runs on four wheelea, the Caroadi ftr. 

Cor. Cry to the whole City to flop her. 

Bil. I will fir, 'tis euery mans cafe i'th City, to 
haue his wife (lop'd. Exit. 

Mai. Well ; what wilt thou fay, if this be a plot, 
Of merriment betwixt thy wife and them, 
For them to come thus, and difguife her thus, 
Thus whorry her away to fome by-Towne, 
But foure or fiue miles didance from the City, 
Then mud we hunt on Horfebacke, find our game 
See and not know her in this drange dilguife. 
But the jed fmelt out, (howts, and plandities 
Mud ring about the Table where (he fits. 
Then you kifling her, I mud applaud their wits. 

Cor. Well, I will once be guU'd in this your 
Comedy, 
A while He play the Wittall, I will winck Sit. 
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One Bird you (ce is flowoe out of the nefl, 
Mai. What Bird ! 

Cord. A wagtaile, after, flye all the reJl. 
Mai. Come then. 



Finn Alhn ftcttndi. 



Enter Tohn, a DoHor, and Pacheco. 

loh. Padieeo, 

Pack, My Lord. 

!oh. It Ihall be fo, to the King prefenlly 
See my Caroach be ready, furnifli me 
To goe to Court fir. 

Pac}^ Well Sir. J^at. 

Do. Why my Lord ! 

hit. What fayft thou 1 

Do. You mil ouerthrow the ftate 
Of that deare health which fo much cod and time 
Haue beene a building vp, your pores lying open 
Colds, Agues, and all enemies to pure bloods 
Wil enter and deftrov bfe. 



Eater Pacheco, with Cloake and Papier. 

loh. I will to Court. 

Do. Pray my Lord ftirre not forth. 

Joh. I^y downe, begon. Exit Pl 

Do, The Ayre will pierce you 

lo^. I ha looke cold already. 

Do. When fir I 
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loh. When you counceli'd me to ride my horfe. 

De. Nay that was weii, how flept you the next 
night I 

loh. Not a winck. 

Do£L A!! the better. 

loh. But i'th next morning, 
I could not in a Ruflian ftoue fweat more 
Then I did in my Bed. 

Doa. Marry I'me glad on't. 

loh. And had no clothes vpon me. 

Don. Still the better. 

loh. My bones Sir pay'd for all this, and yet you 
cry, ftill the better : when you ha' purg'd your pockets 
fall of gold out of a Patient, and then nayl'd him in's 
Coflin, you cry then flilt the better loo, a man were 
better to lye vnder the hands of a Hangman, than one 
of your rubarbatiue faces ; firrha Dodlor, I doe not 
thinke but I haue beene well, all this time I haue 
bcene Sicke 1 

Po^or. Oh my good Lord. 

loh. Oh good Mailer Do(flor, come no more of 
this, I haue another Diaphragma for you to tickle, 
you miniflcr poyfon in fome Medicines, doe you not? 

Don. Yes my good Lord, in Purgaliue and Ex- 
pulfiue, 

loh. So, fo, breake not my head with your hard 
words, you can for a need poyfon a Great man t 

Dofi. Your Lordfhip's merry. 

loh. Right Sir, but I mull haue it done in fad- 
neffe, 'tis your Trade Mailer Doiflor to fend men 
packing : harke you, 'tis no leffe Bug-beare then Don 
Valafco ! 

Do. The Admirall of Cajlik \ 

loh. Him yoti muft fmcke. 

Do. 'Tis my certaine death to doe it 

loh. And thy certaine death to deny it, if you will 
not Ihew him a caft of your Office, lie be fo bold, as 
bellow this vpon you of mine, I am fliarpe fet, will 
you doe it % 
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Do. I will by thefe two hands. 

lek. When 1 

Do. When you pleafe. 

loh. This day t 

Do. This hower. 

loh. And make him fafL 

Do. Faft. 

AA. For fpeaking. 

Do. For fpeaking. 

/oA. Why then good Doflor rife 
To honour by it, be fecret and be wife. 



Enter Ptuhtco. 
Pa, The Admirall is come my Lord. 
Igh, Away with thefe, fliow him the way i 
Doaor. 
Do. Oh my Lord ! 

Enter Valafco. 

loh. If you faile. 

Vol. All health lo your good Lordfhip, I wi(h 
that, 
Which mod I thinke you want 

loh. Thankes my good Lord, 
Do(^or difpalch, take heed your Compofitions, 
Hit as I told you. 

Do. Oh my Lord, I am beaten to thefe things. 

ExU. 

loh. Goe then, this vi&tation of your Lordlhip, 
I take mofl kindly. 

Vol. Two maine wheeles my Lord, 
Haue hither brought mee, on the Kings Command, 
To'ther my loue, with a defire to know 
Why I mong'ft all the trees thai fpread it'h Court 
Should flill be fmote with lightening from your eye; 
Yours onely dangerous Arrowes (hootes at mee : 
You haue the Courtiers dialeil right, your tongue 
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Wallces ten miles from your heart, when lafl you 

faw me, 
Doe you remember how you threaten'd; as for you 

Sir- 

Joh. Tliefe notes are (Irange. 
Val. Oh my good Lord, be my good Lord, I 
read 
HarOi Ledlures in your face, but meet no Comment 
That can diffolue the riddle, vnlefle it be 
Out of that noble faJhion that great men 
Mud trip fome heeles vp, tho they fland as low 
As Vintners when they coniure, oneiy to Ihew 
Their skill in wrallling, 'lis not well to ilrike 
A man whofe hands are bound, like (hould chufe 
like. 
loh. I fttike you not, nor (Iriue to giue you falls, 
Tis your owne guilt afflifls you, if to the King 
The fong I fet of you, did to your eare 
Vnmufically found, 'twas not in hate 
To you, but in defire to giue the (late 
True knowledge of my innocence, be fure a bird, 
Chanted that tune to mee, that oneiy you 
Incens'd the King that I fhould fell him. 
Val. Vmh I 

loh. Doe you thinke I lye 1 
Val. I doe beleeue your Lord(hip. 
lek. 'Twas a man moft. neare you. 
Val. A bofome villaine ! 
loh. For you mud think that all that bow, Hand 

And giue Court Cakebread to you, loue you not. 

Vi^ True loue my Lord at Court, is hardly got. 

tok. If I can friend you, vfe me. 

Val. Humble thankes. 

lek. Oh my good Lord, times filuer foretop (lands 
On end before you, but you put it by. 
Catch it, 'lis yours, fcap'd neuer yours, your Ihoulders 
Beare the Weale-publique vp, but they (hould beare, 
lake Pillars to be (Irong tbemfelues : would I 
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Want fifli at Sea, or golden fliowers at Court 
I'de goe awry fometimes, wer't but for fport. 

Vol. Say you fo ! 

le. Sell luftice and flic'l by you Lordfhip^ 
cloath her 
(As Citizens doe their wiues) beyond their worth 
She'll make you (ell your Lorddiips and your plate. 
No wife man will for nothing ferue a (late, 
Remember this, your Daughter is the Queene 
Braue phrafe to fay my Sonne in Law the King, 
Whil'il fweet fhowers fall, and Sunne-lhine, make yoiir 
Spring. 

Vol. You looke not out I fee, nor heare the 
flormes 
Which late haue (hooke the Court. 

loh. Not I 1 what flormes ! 

Vol. Vou in your Cabbin know nothing there's a 
Pinnace 
(Was mann'd out firfl by th' City,) is come to th' 

Court, 
New rigg'd, a veiy painted Gaily foift, 
And yet our Spaniflt Caruils, the Armada 
Of our great veffels dare not (lirre for her. 

loh. What Pinnace meane you % 

Vol. From his lawfull pillow. 
The King has tane a Citizens wife. 

loh. For what 1 

Vol. What (hould men doe with Citizens wiues a 
Court? 
All will be naught, poore Queene 'tis (he (marts for'L 

loh. Now 'tis your lime to llrike. 

Vai. He does ber wrong. 
And I (hall tell him foundly. 

loh. Tell him ! 

Vai. He pay it home. 

loh. Were you fome Father in Law now. 

Vol. What lyes heere. 
Lyes here, and none (hall know it. 

loh. How ealie were it, 
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For you lo fet this warping Kingdome Ilraight 1 
Vid. The peoples hearts are full, 
toh. And weed the State. 
Vol. Too full of weeds already. 
loh. And to take all, 
Into your owne hands. 
Vai. I could foone doo't. 
loh. Then doo't. 

Vol. Doe what 1 mifprize me not, pray good my 
. Lord, 
Nor let thefe foolidi words we (hoot i'th Ayre, 
Fall on our heads and wound vs : to take all 
Into mine owne hands, this I raeane. 
loh. Come on. 

Val. Boldly and honeflly to chide the King. 
toh. Vmh. 

Cfl/. Take his minx vp (hort. 
loh. Take her vp ! 
Val. Roundly, to rate, her Wittall husband : lo 

ftijTc vp 

loh. The people, fince mens wiues are common 

Cafes. 
Val. Vou heare not me fay fo. 
loh. To force this Tyrant to mend or end. 
Val. Good day to your Lordihip. 
loh. Shoot off the Peece jou haue charg'd. 
Vid. No, it recoyles. 

loh. Vou and I (hall fall to cutting throates. 
Val. Why 1 

leh. If euer you fpeake of this. 
Val. If we cut one another throates, I (hall neuei 
Speake of this : fare your Lordfliip well. 
Alphonfo de Grainada. 

Enter Alphonfo. 
Alph. Good health to both your Lordihips. 
leh. Thankes good Alphonfo, nay pray (lay. 
Val. Where haft thou beene Alphonfo 1 
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Alph. In the Marqueffe of Villa Noua dd Rios, 
Garden 
Where I gathered thefe Grapes. 

Vol. And ih'are the faireft Grapes I euer toudiL 
Ish. Troth fo they are ; plurop Bacchus cheekes 
were neuer 
So round and red, the very God of Wine. 
Swels in this bunch, Lymus fet this Vine. 
Vol. 1 haue not feene a lonelier. 
Alph. Tis your Lordfliips, if you vouchfafe to 
take it 

Vol. Oh I (hall rob you, of too much fweetneffe. 
Alph. No my Lord. 
Vol. I thanke you. 
Alph. Make bold to fee your honour. 
lok. Good Alphonfo. 

Alph. And (loath to be too troublefome) take my 
leaue: 
loh. My duty to the King. 

Vai. Farewell good Alphonfo. Exit 

loh. How doe you like yoiu- Grapes 1 
Vol. Mod delicate, tade 'era : 
Is it not flrange, that on a branch fo faire. 
Should grow fo foule a fruit, as Drunkards are I 

loh. Thefe are the bullets that make Cities reele, 
More then the Cannon can. 
Vol. This luice infus'd 
In man, makes him a beafl, good things abus'd, 
Conuert to poyfon thus; how now ! 

loh. I'me dizzie 
Oh ! does not all the houfe run round on wheeles I 
Doe not the Pods goe round ! my Lord this fellow, 
Loues you I hopel 

Vol. lie pawne my life he does. 
lo. Would all we both ara worth, were laid to 
pawne 
To a Broaker that's vndamn'd for halfe a dram 
For halfe a fcruple, — oh we are poyfon'd. 
V<U. Hal 
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M. 


What <ioe you feele I 1 


VaL 


A giddjfDeffe too me thinkes. ^1 


Iih. 


Without there, caU the Doflor (flaue) ^^^B 




Enter Paiheco. ^^^^^k 


Path 


He's here Sir. '^^^H 




Enter Doflor. 1 


loh. 


Oh Doiflor now or neuer eiue him his M 


laA, ■ 


Wcare 


poyfon'd both. Exit Do£hr. ■ 


W. 


1 ihinke our banes are ask'd. ■ 


Ish. 

laine.) 

Pa. 


Hee'l bring that (Tiall forbid it, cajl him (vil- B 


WeU Sir I will call him viUaine. Exit. 1 


Vol. 


All thriues not well within me : On my H 


foule ■ 


Tiabu 


Conceipt, I'me hurt with feare, Dm lohn, ^| 


Is my Clofe mortail enemy, and perhaps ^H 


Vnder the Cullor I am poyfon'd, (ends ■ 


To pay 


me foundly ! to preuent the worfL _^^^^| 


Preferuatiue or poyfon, he drinkes hril. ^^^^H 




Enter Dolior. ^^^H 


hh. 


^^^^1 


Pi. 


No begin. ^^^^H 


lih. 


Whatis't) ^^M 


Do. 


Cordiall. ^ 


1th, 


The Doaor Ihall begin, quickly, fo heere, H 


Halfe this to both our deathes ift come too late. ■ 


Vat. 


I pledge them both, death is a common H 


rate. ■ 


loh. 


Shift hands, b't mortaU 1 ■ 


Do. 


It arikes fure. ■ 


loh. 

L 


Let it runne. ■ 



r 
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ya. 


Tis dowiie. 1 


Ilk. 


I'me glad, ihy life's not a fpan long. H 


Hoois 


1 


Va. 


Worfe. ■ 


Ich. 


BeKer, I doe feare ihia phyficlc 1 


Like pardons for men hang'd is brought too late. | 


D,. 


Hee's gone. ■ 


lok. 


Who's H-ithout ! ■ 


Dt. 


Some of his men attending with his Caroach. 1 


hh. 


Take helpe ; beftow the body in't, convey it, fl 


To his 


owne houfe and there fir, fee you fweare, I 


You faw him in your prefence fall dead heere. ■ 


D,. 


This I can fafely fweare. ■ 


Uh. 


Helpe then, away, H 


Thouai 


t next, for none mull Hue that can betray. 1 




Exeunt. ■ 


Ftmrijh. Enter King, Quant, Tormidla, ladUt, Iitsp, | 




Mariines, Fuentes, and Alpkonjo. ■ 


King 


So fweetneffe, lie now waike no longer with 1 


''"«». 


Are you weary of my Company ! H 


Kins 


Neuer (hall : ■ 


Prithee keepe thy Chamber a while, the Ayre bites. | 


e». 


'Tis becaufe the Sunne (hines not fo hot as t ■ 


had wont. 1 


Kins 


There's fome Cloud betweene then. ■ 


e«. 


Yes, and a honible foule one. I 


Kins 


I fee none but faire ones. ■ 


Qu. 


No 1 Looke yonder, it comes from the City. ■ 


King 


Let it come, by thefe Rofes I am angry that H 


yon let 


me not go. ■ 


Q«. 


Nay look you, your Grace takes all from me ■ 


loo ; pray Sir giue me my rofes, your Highneffe is ■ 


too couetous. 1 


Kini; 


I mud of neceflitie haue one. ^ 


Qu 


You ihall, fo you take it of my choofiog. 1 
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King. I will, fo you choofe that which I like. 

Qu. ^Vhich will you haue, ihe bud, or that which 
is blown ? 

King. The bud fure. I loue no blowne ware, 

Qu. Take your bud then. 

Offers to go, and Ihrowcs it downe. 

King. Doe you heare ! are you angry 1 

Qu. No, you are jealous, you are fo loath to hauc 
me out of your fight, you need not, for I keepe the 
falhion of the Kings of China, who neuer walkc 
abroad, but befides their Attendants, haue fiuc or fixe 
as richly attired as themfelues, to cut off treafon. 

Q. Here be others in the Troupe will bee taken 
for Queenes fooner then I. 

Kin. Vou are vext, I haue prefer'd a creature to 
you. 

Qu. Who dares checke the Sunne, if he make a 
Ainking weed grow clofe to a bed of Violets 1 vext ! 
not I, and yet me ihinkes you might giue me leaue to 
chufe mine owne women, as well as you doe your 
men, I commend no man to you, for lifting jojne- 
flooles to be one of your guard. 

King. Your Muffe. 
' Qu. Take it good wife. 

King. You will make me angry : good wife ! fo, 
take it 

Qu. Now I hope you'l take it, you need not 
fcome a Queenes leauings, for a Queene has had 
youis. 

King. What I 

Qu. You fee ; does your Maiertie frowne becaufe 
I take it from her 
Come hither, put your hand here 1 fo. well met, 
AH &iends now, yet tho ty'd neuer fo faft, 
Being a bow knot, it Qtps it felfe at laft 

Exeunt Queene, Tormiel. Ladies and Mart. 

K. Is't fo 1 we?t thou a Diamond worth the 
world, 
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I-And ne're fo hard, yet thine owne Dud (hall cut thee ■ 
• Goe call t]iai Lady backe. 

Alpk. Which ) 

King. Tormiella, 
\ No doe not ! 'Tis a Cocke the Lyon can fHght, 
I The Hen do'ft now, the Cafe is alter'd quite. 

Enter Doibr. 

~>o. Your gracious pardon to call backe a life 
iThat's halfe loft with defpaire. 
King. What hail thou done ) 
Do. Poyfon'd a man. 
King. Whom haft thou poyfon'd I 
Do. The Queenes Father in Law. 
King. Would it had beene the Daughter, thou 
flialt feele : 
A double death, one heere, and one in Hell. 

De. I muil haue company with me then : Dan 
lohn 

\ Your Highnefie Brother, fet againft my throat 

Kin. Back. 

Do£i. His arm'd fword; I had d/d, had I not 
I done'C. 

King. Our Guard : goe fetch Don lohn our hr5~ 
\ ther to Court, 

Do. A word in your Highneffe eare : 
AV«f. Search him. 
Omn. He has nothing. 
Do. I in (lead of poyfon, 
Gaue him a fleepy Potion, he's preferu'd 
Don lohn thinkes not : the noble Admirall 
Feares plots againft his life, forbeares the Court 
But fends me to your Grace, to bid you fet 
Your footing ftiffe and ilrongly, for Don lahn 
Trips at your life and Kingdome, to his tliroat 
Valafco this will iuftifie. 
King. He (hall 
I Goe you and fetch him fecretiy to Court 
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Alphmfo take the Doftor and returne. E 

Death ! when ! lago with your fniooiheft fdcc 
Go greet Don John from vs, 
Say we haue worke of State, bolh prefently 
And clofely bid him come. 

la^o. I ihall. Exit. 



Enter Gatetlo. 

King. How now what's he, giue vs leauc, come 
hither ; 
We haue pcrus'd your paper Sir, and ihinke 
Your promifes Spring-tides, but we feare you'll cbbe 
In your performance. 

Cat. My deeds and fpeeches Sir, 
Are Unes drawne from one Center, what I promife 
To doe, He doc, orloofe this. 

Xing. You giue me phylicke after I'm dead, the 
PertugaU and we 
Haue hung our drummes vp, and you offer heere 
Models of Fortification, as if a man 
Should when Warre's done, fet \p an Armorors 
ftiop- 
Gas. I bid you fet up none Sir, you may chufe. 
Kin^ This fellow He filly caft i'th Villaines 
mold, 
I find him crafty, enuious, poore, and bold : 
Into a Saw lie tume thee, to cut downe 
All Trees which fland in ray way ; what's thy name ? 
Ga%. You may reade in my paper. 
Alinf. Lupo Vindicado' s \ Vmh ! nay we (hall im- 
ploy you 
Merrit went neuer from vs with a forehead, 
Wrinckled or fullen, what place would you ferue in ) 

Gat. Any, but one of your turne broaches; I 
would not be one of your blacke Guard, there's too 
much fire in me already. 
King. You fay, you haue the Languages. 
Gas. Yes. 
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King. What thinkc you of an Intelligencer, i 
fend you— 

Gaz. I'o th' Gallowes, I Joue not to be hang'd ii 
State. 

King. You hailing trauel'd as you laid fo farre. 
And knowing fo much, I mufe thou art fo poore. 

Gat. Had the confufion of all tongues began 
In building me, could I fing fweel in all. 
I might goe beg and hang, I ha" feene Tiirkes 
And leue, and Chrisi-ans^ but of all, the Christians 
Haue drieil hands, they'l fee a Brother (Lime, 
But giue Duckes to a water- Span iell 

King. Well obferu'd 
Come fir, faith let's crow together, in what (lamp 
Dofl thou coyne all thy Languages. 

6^12. I doe fpeake Eiiglijh 
When I'de moue pittie, when diflemble, Irijh, 
Dutch when I reeie, and tho I feed on (caliona, 
If I Ihould brag Gentility, I'de gabble WrUh, ' 
If I betray, I'nie French, if full of braties, 
They fwell in loftie Spanilh. in neat Italian 
I court ray Wench, my mefle is all fera'd vp. 

King. Of what Religion art thou % 

Gaz. Of yours. 

King. When you were in FratuxX 

Gas. French. 

King. Without there. 

Enter Alphonfo. 

Aiph. Sir ! 

King. Giue this Gendeman fiue hundred Piftolets 
Be neere vs. 

Gaz. In thy bofome, for thy Pillolets 
He giue thee Piflols, in a peece might ha 

mine, 

Thou flioot'rt or mean'ft to fhoot, but He charge I 
thine, ' 

Thy heart off goes it in thunder. 
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King. Through the Gallerie, 
Tnfeene conua; htm hither, give vs leaue fir. 

Gaa. Leaue haue you 1 Exeunt. 

EnUr Doaor, Vahifco, and Alphmifo. 

Vol. I'm glad to fee your Maiefly, 

King. You haue rearon. 

Vol. I was going to cry all hid, 

Kmg. Come hither 
Dead man you'l iudilie this treafon % 

Vai. To his teeth, 
Throate, mouth lo mouth, bodie to bodic. 

King. So. 

Enter la^o. 

tag. Don lohn ef Cajiile 's come. 

King. A Chaire, Hand you 
Full here and fltrre not, front him, bring him in 
How, now, did a Hare croffe your way ) 

Enter Don lohn. ■ 

lok. The Diuell 
Do^or He giue you a purge for this. He make 
Your Highneffe laugh. 

Kin%. Vou mud tickle me foundly then. 

lok. In this retreat ol mine from Court, my 
bodie 
<Which was before a cleane (Ireame) growing foule 
By my minds trouble, through your high difpleafure 
Which went to th' bottome of my heart ; I cail'd 
That iound Card to me, gaue him fees and bid him 
(By all the faireft props that Art could reare) 
To keepe my health from falling, which I felt 
Tottering aud fliaken, but my Vriiialifl 
(As if he fate in Barber-Surgions Hall 
Reading Anatomy Leiflures) left no Artery 
Vnflietcht vpon the Tenters. 
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Kin^. So he vext you to the guts. 

loh. My bowels were his coniurlng roomes, to 
quit him 
I lenipted him to poyfon a great man, 
I knowing this my honourable friend-: — 

Val. Keepe backe, hee'l pojfon my gloue clfe- 

loh. Comming to vifit me, 
This was the man mull die. 

King. Why did you ihis ) 

loll. Onely to hatch a jell on my pill'd Doddy, 
I knew he durA not doo'L 

Khi^. But fay he had ) 

VaS. Then he had heene hang'd. 

Joh. That had made me more glad. 

DoH. I am bound to your Lordfhip. 

loh. Being a Do<fior you may Inofe your felfe. 

King. Mens liues then are your Balis, difanne 
him. 

lok. How ! not all thy Kingdome can. Drawti. 

King. Hew him in pceces, 
Our Guard, s'death kill him. 

Joh. Are you in earnell 1 

King. Looke. 

loA. See then, I put my felfe into your Den : 
What does the Lyon now with me I 

King. "" ' 

loh. 



Th'art a traytor. 
n none. 



King. No ! 

tW. Yes, an arrant traytor. 

loh. You fir ; fpit all thy poyfon forth. 
Viil. No, I dranke none fir. 

King. Come to your proofe.s, and fee you put 'em 
home. 

Val. You and I one day, being in conference, 
You nam'd this nob!e King (my Soveraigne) 
A tyrant, bid me (Irike, 'twas now my time. 
Spake of a Peece charg'd, and of fhooting off 
Of (lirring vp the Rafcals to rebell. 
And to be Oioit, to kill thee. 
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loh. I fpeakc this ! 

Vol. Ves Traytor, thou. 

hk. Where ! 

VaL In your Chamber. 

loh. ChambfT 1 
Was it not when you told me, that the King 
Had got a tlruoipet. 

Kit^. Ha. 

VaL How 1 

Igh, A Citicens wife j 
'Twas when you fwore to pay him foundly. 

Vol. See, fee ! 

loh. The peoples hearts were full. 

Val. Poxe, amy heart then. 

Zok. Or was't not when you threaten'd to take all. 
Into your owne hands : 

Vol. There's my gloue, thou lyelL 

Kin. Good iluffe, I Ihall find traitors of you both, 
If you are, be fo j with my finger, thus 
I fanoe away the dull fiying in mine eyes 
Raia'd by a little wind -, I laugh at thefe now, 
'Tis linoake, and yet becaufe you fiiaJl not thinkc 
Well dance in Earth quakes, or throw fquibs at 

Thunder, 
I charge both keepe your Chambers for a day 

Or fo. 

Val. Your -wilL Exit. 

loh. Chambers ! 

King. We bid it 

loh. You may. Exit. 

Enter Queene, and Ladla. 

Omn. The Queene. 

Qu. I thanke your highneUe for the bird you gauc 
me. 

King. What bird 1 

Qu. Your Tadell gentle, Ihee's lur'd off and gone- 

Kit^. How gon I what's gone I 
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Qu. Your woman's fled 
Whom yoii prefer'd to me, (he's Ilolne from Court. 

AVn^. You ieft. 

Qu. Bee it fo. Goes aTeay. 

Kin^. 1 haue hotter newes for you, 
Your Fathers head lies here, art thou (lid (hooting 
Thy flings into my fides I Now doe you looke 
I (hould turne wild, and fend through all the winds 
Horfemeii in queft of her, becaufe you weare 
A kind of yellow flocking ; let her flie 
If loue foriooth would fixe a flane in Heauen, 
luno ninnes mad, thou better mightfl haue fpum'd 
The gates of hell ope; then to looke into 
Our bofome. 

Qu. 'Where your Trull lyes. 

King. Y'are a Toad. 

Qu. Womans reuenge awake thee, thou haft, flirr'd 
A blood as hot and high as is thine owne 
Raife no more flormes ; your treafnre is not gon, 
I fear'd the Sea was dangerous, and did found it 
Mifchiefe but halfe vp, is with eafe confounded. Exil, 

King. In thine owne ruine, me canJl thou hit 
But with one finger which ca" i^oc '^o harme 
But when a King llrikes, 'tis with his whole arme. 

Exit 

Enter Qaeene and Tormiella. 

Qu. Make feft the Clofet— fo — giue me the Icey 
I meane to kill thee. 

Tor. Kill me, for what caufe ? 

Qu. Gueffe. 

Tor. I know none, vnlefTe the Lambe fhould aske 
The Butcher why he comes to cut his throat. 

Qu. I could through loope holes hit thee, tw hire 
flaues 
And fend death to thee, twenty fecret wayes. 

Tor. Why would you doe all this? 

Qu, Or (as the Hart 
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Drawes Serpents from their Den) with fubtiU breath 
I could allure thee to fit downe, and banquet 
With me as with the King thou baft. 

Tpr. Oh neuer — 

Qu. Vet poyfon you moil fweetiy. 

Tor. Now you doe it 

Qu. And 1 could make thee a Queenes bedfellow 
As thou hail beeiie a Kings. 

Tor. Neuer by 

Qu. Sweare, 
Yet ftilie you in a pillow, but I icome 
To (Irike thee bhndfold, onely tiiou (halt know 
An Eagles nell, difdaines to batch a Crow : 
Why are all moulhes in Spaim lill'd to the brim. 
Flowing o're with Court newes, onely of you and him 
The King I meane, where lies the Court ) 

Tor. Sure here. 

Qu. It remou'd lad, to th' [hop of a MiUaiier 
The gefts are fo fet downe, becaufe you ride 
Like vs, and fteale our fafhions and our tyers. 
You'l haue our Courtiers to turne fhopkeepers. 
And fall to trading with you, ha ! 

Tor. Alas the Court to me is an inchanted tower 
Wherein I'me lockt by force, and bound by fpels 
To Heauen to fome, to rac ten thoufand Hels 
I drinke but poyfon in gold, fticke on the lop 
Of a high Pinaacle, like an idle vaine 
(As the wind lurnes) by euery breath being toll 
And once biowne downe ; not mifs'd, but for euer 
loft. 

Qu. Out Crocadile, — Spurne her. 

Tor. Vou will not murther me ! 

Qu. He cure you of the Kings euill. — 

Draw 3. ktiiues. 

Tor. To one woman 
Another fhould be pittifull, heare me fpeake ! 

(^. How dares fo bafe a flower follow my Sunne 
Ms rifmg to his fetting. 

Torm. 1 follow none. 
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Qu. How dar'A ihou Serpent wind about a tree 
That's mine. 

Torm. I doe not 

Qu. Or to fhake the leaues. 

Tor. By Heauen, not any. 

Qu. Or once to tafte tlie fniit 
Tho throwne into thy lap, if from a Harlot 
Prayers euer came ; pray, for thou d/ll. 

Torm. Then kill me. 

Qu. How did ray Husband win ihee t 

Torm. By meere force ; a Bawd betrayd me tail 
him. 

Qu. WorTe and worfe. 

Torm. If euer I haue wrong'd your royall bed 
In a£l, in thought, nayle me for euer fad, 
To fcape this Tyger of the Kings fierce lull 
I will doe any thing, I will fpeake treafon 
Or Drinke a Cup of poyfon, which may blafl 
My inticing face, and make it leprous foule : 
Ruine you all this, fo you keepe vp my Soule ; 
That's all the wealth I care for. 

Qj4. I haue now no hart left to kill thee, rife, thon,1 
and I 
Will like two quarrelling Gallants fafler tye 
A knot of Loue, we bath i'th Field being wounded 
Since we mufl needs be fharers, vfe roe kindly 
And play not the right Citizen, to vndoe 
Your partner, who i'th Ilocke has more than you. 

A fwyfe within. Enter the King. 

King. Mud you be clofettcd % 
Qu. Yes. 

King. What are you doing 1 
Qu. Not getting Children. 
King. Naked kniues ; for what, 
Speake, s'death fpeake you. 

Tor. They both fell firom her fide. 
A'/Hf. You lie, away. 
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Qu. Mud you be clofetled t ' 
Kin^. Yes. 

Qu. When hart break'ft thou, thou doil too much 
fweil. 
This Afpiih biting, is incurable. Eocif. 

King. Be true to me I charge you ; did the Queene 
Offer no violence to you. 

Tor. None at all. 

King. Why were thefe drawne. 

Tor. I know not. 

King. Know not ; what's heere, 
Why is this rufe deni'd with a pearled teare. 
WTien the funne Jhines To waniie, you know not that 

too, 
The lambe has am'd the Lyon, the vulture tyers 
Vpon the Eagles hart, thefe fubtill wyers 
Chatne louc, thefe balls, from wbofe flames Ct^id 

His wild fire bumes heere, this you know not too. 
I loue you, that you know not neitlier, y'are coy. 
And proud, and faire, you know this. 

lor. I befeech you 
Let me (hake off the golden fetters you t}'e 
About my body, you inioy a body 
Without a foule, for I am now not heere. 

King. \Vhere then. 

TW. At home in my poore husbands armes, 
This is your Court, that mine. 

King. Yoxa husbands armes. 
Thou art his whore, he plai'd the theefe and rob'd 
Another of thee, and to fpoyle the fpoyler. 
Is Kingly iuftice, 'tis a lawful! prize 
That's la'ne from Pirates ; there's are fellow wiues. 

Tor. Which of your fubiedls {which abroad adore 
Your Hate, your greatneffe, prefence and your throne 
Of funne bearaes) thinke yon now are with a wanton. 
Or working a chall wife to become one. 

King. I worke thee not to be fo, for when time 
Shall iog his glafle and make thofe (ands iye low 
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Which now are at the top, thy felfe Ihah grow 
In felfe fame place my Quecne does. 

Tor. What tree euer aood 
Long and deepe rooted, tliat was fet in blood ; 
I will not be your whore to weare your Crowne, 
Nor call any King my Husband, but mine owne. 

King. No ! 

Tor. No 'twere fhame 'raongft all our City Dames 
If one could not fcape free, their bladed fames. 

King. The found of Eels and Timbrels make you 
mad 
As it does a Tyger, the fofter that I (Iroke you 
The worfe you bite, your father and your Husband 
Are at my fending come to Court, He lay 
Honours on both their backs, here they (hall flay 
Becaufe lie keepe you here, if you doe frowne 
The engine which reares vp, (hall plucke ail downe. 
lie fetch 'em to you my felfe. ExU. 

Tor. Oh who can ftiiiing (cape in bafer throngs, 
When Princes Courts threaten the felfc-fame wronga ! 



Finis AUui tertij. 



ACTVS, IIII. 



flourijh. Enltr King, Malmento, Cerdolmte, 1(^9, 

Alphonfo, G'lztlto, and Tormiella. 




King. Vaue the bed welcome which the Court 
yeeld. 
Foe ihe King gives it you. 

Your Grace is gracious. 
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King. Is this your Father 1 

Ma/. My profjer flelTi and bloud Sir. 

King. And thai your Husband ) 

Cor. Not I fir ; I marrieit an honell wench that 
went in a cap, no whim whams; I did but (huffle the 
firft dealing, you cut lail, and dealt lafl, by the fame 
token you tum'd vp a Court Card. 

Kin^. Is the man iealous ! 

Cor. No, but a little troubled with the yeHow 
laundize, and you know if it get to the Crowne of the 
head, a man's gon. 

King. We lend not for you hither to be brau'd, 
Sirrah caJl your darts elfewhere. 

Cor, Among the wild Jri/Ji Sir hereafter. 

King. 'Tis our Qiieencs pleafure that your wife be 
caird 
Her woman, and becaufe the will not loofe her, 
She hath importuo'd vs to raife you both ; 
Your name fir I 

Mai. Mine, Andrada Maleuento. 

King. Andrada Maleuento we make you 
Vice-Admirall of our Nauy. 

Cor. Oh fpitefull Comedy, he's not a Courtier of 
halfe an houres Handing, and he's made a Vice 
already. 

King. We make thy Husband 

Cor. A Ciickold doe you not. 

Mai. Sonne you forget your felfe. 

Cor. Meddle with your owne office; tliere's one 
will looke that none meddles with mine. 

Mai. Is not a change good t 

Cor. Yes, of a iouzie Ihirt. 

King. Take hence that fellow, he's road. 

Cor. I am indeed home mad, oh me, in the 
holyeft place of the Kingdome haue I caught my 
vndoing, the Church gaue mee my bane. 

Tor. What the Church gaue thee, thou hafl (lill. 

Cor. Halfe parts, I thought one had lane thee vp. 

Tor. Take me home with thee, He not (lay here. 
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Kin. Ha 1 

Tor. Let me not come to Court, 

Mai. The King is vexi, let me perfwade thee 

To wincke at fmall faults. 

Cor. What fir Pandarm I 

Tor. Sends the King you to bluih in's roome. 

Mai. Y'are a baggage. 

King. Goe tel! the lunatique fo ; Andrada harke, 

la^. The King fir bids me fing into your eare, 
Sweet notes of place and office which ftiall fall 

Cor. Into my mouth, I gape for 'ent, 

lag. He bids me aske what will content you. 

Cor. Nothing, nothing, why Sir the powers aboiie 
cannot pleaie vs, and can Kings thinke you, when we 
are brought forth to the world, we cry and bawie as if 
we were vnwilling to bee borne ; and when we are 
dying we are mad at that 

King. Take hence that Wolfe that barkes thus. 

Cor. I am muz^el'd, but one word with your 
MaieAie, I am fober fir. 

King. So fir. 

Cor. You oft call Parliaments, and there enaft 
Lawes good and wholefome, fuch as who fo breake 
Are hung by th' purfe or necke, but as the weakc '• 
And (mailer flyes i'th Spiders web are tane 
When great ones teare the web, and free remaine. 
So may that morall tale of you be told. 
Which once the Wolfe related ; in the Fold 
The Shepheards kill'd a (heepe and eate him there 
The Wolfe lookt in, and feeing them at fuch cheere, 
Alas (quoth he) fiiould I touch the lead part 
Of what you teare, you would plucke out my hart. 
Great men make Lawes, that whofoe're drawes blood 
Shall dye, but if they murder flockes 'tis good : 
lie goe eate my Lambe at home fir. 

King. Par^ and thus reckon neuer to fee her 

Cor. Neuer I 
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Neuer thus, but thus a Frinces whore. 



Exnint. 

Cor. Thou dafft not, if thou do'fl, my heart is 
great, 
Thus wrong'd, thou canft doe little if not threat. 

Gas. Ha, ha. ha, ha. 

Cor. At what doa laugh I 

Gas. At a thing of nothing, at thee ; why thouldll 
thou be afraid to fall into the Cuckolds difeafe. 

Cor. Becaufe it makes a Doi^or an AlTe, nothing 
can cure it. are you anfwer'd Sir I 

Gas. Come th'art a foole, to grieue that thy wife is 
btken away by the King to his priuate bed chamber. 
Now like a booke cail'd in, fliee'l fell better then euer 
fhe did. 

Cor. Right fir, but could he chufe no ftocke lo 
graft vpon, but that which was planted iu my nurferie. 

Gas. lie (hew thee a reafon for that. 

Cor. Why J 

Goi. Leachers comming to women, are like Mice 
aroongd many Cheefes, they taile euery one, but feed 
vpon the bed ; homes rightly weigh'd are nothing, 

Cor. How nothing I oh fir, the fmailed Letters 
hurt your eyes mod, and the lead head-ach which 
fOmes by a womans knocking hurts mote then a cut 
to the fcuU by a mans knocking. 

Gas. Yet I warrant thou dar'd fweare the party's 
honed 1 

Cor. Ha ; fweare ; not I, no man durd euer fweare 
for his wife but Adam, nor any woman for her husband 
but Euti fare you well fu-. 

Gas. Whether art flying T 

Cor. In peices doft not fee I'me diot out of a 
Cannon. Exit. 

Gaz. Downcwards lie fiioote thee, but as Diuels 

De tickle at thy tortures, dance at thy dumb ling, 
Play with ihee, aud then paw thee, 'dialt make me 
merry 
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The Crowne of blacke deeds that are hatcht in Hell 
Is to out-Uue and laugh, and all's pla/d well, ExU. ■ 

Enter Cltrume, and Coxecombe. 

do. I haue not pafs'd by a Don, to touch whole 
hand mine owne was neuer more troubled with a 
more terrible itch. 

Cox. I haue not met a Signior, at whom mine 
owne eyes {as if roafled enough) did euer bume more ■ 
in defire to flye out : fo that whether to recoyle or 
aduance on, 1 am betweene Hawke and Buzzard- 

Bii. The honey of fweet Complement fo tume vp . 
your Tuskes or Mochatoes, that they be not too fliffe, 
to bride againd my acquaintance. 

Cox. Your aci|uaintance is a Limbeck, out of 
which runneth a perfiim'd water, bithing my nollhrila 
in a llrong fcent of your embracings : are you of 
Court bignior 1 

£il. No Signior of the City : are you a Don at 
the Cilie I 

Ci'x. No Signior of the Court City, I fmile. 

Sil. Why. 

Cox. I allure you Signior, you are to vs of the 
Court but Animals 
You are held but as Ihooing homes to watt on % 
Lords heelcs. 

Bil. Let em pay vs what they owe then, and pull 
on their (hoes, and wee'll wait no more. 

Cox. You are our ApeF. 

BU. Bui you are fuller of ApSfh trickes. 

Cox. No fooner ieape our Ladies into a fafhion, 
but your ^Viues are ready to creepe into the fame. 

Bii. Why not ; for tho fome of your Ladies in- 
vent the fafliion, fome of our wiues husbands j 
neuer pay'd for the ftuffe or making. 

Cox. Giue way with your poore fcull to our oares : 
for I tell thee Signior you of the city, are the flattea 
milke of the kingdome, and wee of the Court, the 
Creame. 
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Bil. I tell thee Signior I wee of the City eate none 
of your Court butler, but fome of you munch vp our 
flatten milk cheefe. 

Cox. Be not too loud ; tho you are good ringers 

in the City, for moil of you haue bels at your doores. 

Bil. Be not you too loud : for you might be good 

fingers at Court but that mod of you are fpoylcd in 

learning your prickfong, 

Cox. Bee temperate : I will fliew you your City 
Cinquipace, you beare, fweare, teare, reare, and 
weare ; you beare the Tanckerd, fweare fhop oalhes, 
teare money out of debtors ihroates, reare rich 
eftates, weare good clothes, but carry your Confcience 
in tome pockets. 

BU. Bee attenliue, I will fiiew you your Court 
Coranco pace, it confifteth of 5. bees and 3, cees ; 
fou borrow of any man, are braue on any lermes, 
brag at any hand to pay, bellow at any that demands 
it, bite any Catchpole that fangs you, but carry neither 
Confcience nor coyne in your whole pockets. 

Cox: - Tell me Signior, tell mee why in the City 
does a harmlelTe Cgne hang at the doore of a fubtil! 
Nicetiemus fitting a diopl 

£U. And tell me Signior, tell me, why when you 
«ate of good chcare i'th City, haue you handfome 
wide chops, but meeting vs at Court, none ; your 
gumme's gtew'd vp, your lips coap'd like a Ferret, not 
lo much as the comer of a Cuftard ; in a cold cup, 
and a dry cheate loafe 'tis well. 

Cox. Come, come, Vou are Acomes, and your 
Sonnes the Prodigals that eate you vp, 

£il. Goe, goe, you are Prodigals, and glad of tlie 
yellow Acornes we leaue our Sonnes. 

Cox. I will erode my felfe when I owe money to a 
Citizen, and pafTe by his doore. 

Bil. I will bleffe my felfe, when a Courtier owing 
me no money, comes neare my doore, 

Cor. You are difcended from the tanckerd gene- 
ration. 
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Bit. You are afcended vp to what you are, from 

ibc blacke lacke and bumbard diflillation. 
Cox. Deere Signior. 
£U. Delicious Don. Exetmti 

Enter Don lohn. 

feh. Boy. 

J'ach. My Lord. 

loh. Art fure thou faw'd tlie Admir:\U at Court ! 

Pack. Am I fure 1 fee your Lcirdlliip in you 
gowne. 

loh. And talking with the King } 

Pach. Mod fainiliariy. 

lok. And what fay the people about my comnut- 
ting to mine owne houfel 

Path. The beall grinnes at it, there's a Libd 
already of you my Lord. 

Joh. A Libell, away. 

Pa. Yes faith my Lord, and a Song to the tune ot 
Lament Ladies, Lament. 

/oh. Viae glad the (linkards are fo merry, a halteri 
on 'em, it is mufick to them to have euery man thrown! 
ofl", you haue feen the Kings Miflris, boy haue you 
not, what manner of peice is't ? 

Pack. Troth my Lord I know not, I neuer law ha 
(hot off a pretty liltle pocket dag. 

/oh. What report giues (he t 

Pack. A very good report of her Husband, bul 
he giues an ill report of her. 

loh. How does the Ladies take it ; now the King; 
keepes a Wench vnder the Queenes nofe I 

Pach. They take it paiTing heauily, it goes to thfr 
heart of fome of them, that he keepes not them too. 

loh. I heard fay they were all once Icauing ther 
Court T 

Piuh. True fir, but there was a deuife whicli< 
flopp'd 'em. 

lok. Who are you ! Knocking wHhin,. 
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Vai, My Lord, we raud fpeakc with you. 
loh. What arc you ! fetch me a weapon. 
Omn. Vour friends. 
King. 'Sdeath breake it open. 



Bitter Kiag, Valafco, and others. 

loh. The King ; I did not vnderftand your Ma- 
iefty. 

King. You Ihall, for He fpeake plaine to you, 
know you thefe 1 

leh. Not I. 

King. You doe not, a Kings arme thou feed 
Has a long reach, as farre as Portugal! 
Can We fetch treafon backe hatcht here by you. 

loh. Me ! 

King. Thee and the trayterous PortugaJs to de- 
priue me 
Of life and Crowne, but I (hall (Irike their King 
And them, and thee beneath into the earth. 

lah. And lower then earth you cannot. 

King. Halfe your body is in the graue, it only 
lackes our hand 
To call llie dull vpon you, yet you (land 
On flippery Ice your felfe, and trip at vs 
\Vhofe foot is fixt on Rocks, but fince th'all, throwne 
Thy felfe downe neuer looke to rife. 

Ich. I care not, I will be little fo in debt to you, 
that I will not owe you fo much as God a mercy for 
my life. 

King. Vou Ihall not then, (land not to ayme at 

Now roue not but make choyfe of one faire white 
Th'all but one arrow to (hoote, and that's thy flight 
The Admirall knowes our pleafure. Exit. 

loh. And Heauen knowes mine 
Left in mine enemies hand, are you my laylor t 
Vai. No my Lord, I thinke I'me rather left 
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To beyourConfeOor. 

loh. I need not any, 
That you and I fhould both meet at one Ball, 
I being the llronger, yet you giue the fall. 

Vat. A kind of foot-ball flight, my Lord, men 

vfe 

Exceeding much at Court, your felfe has heard 

Little flirimps haue thrown men higher then the 

Guard; 
But barring this rough play, let's now confider, 
For what I flay, and what you are lo doe. 

loh. Doe what % 

Val. To die. 

Jeh. And muft you play the Hangman. 

Val. Breake in fellowes. Cuard. 

loh. 'Sdeath what are thefe? 

Val. Vour Executioners appointed by the King. 

loh. Thefe my Executioners, 
And you ray ouer-feer, wherefore kneele they 1 

Val. To beg your pardon, for ihey feare their 

Will neuer pleafe you. 

loh. What booke's that they hold 
This is no time for Dedications. 

Vol. That booke is fent in Loue to you from ihi 
King 
It containes pi<flures of (Irange fundry deaths 
He bids you choofe the eafiefl. 

loh. Then I chufe this. SnaUhis a Hal&ert. 

Val. Your choyce is til made. 

/oh. I'me more fony Sir, 
I had rather haue ray body hackt with wounds, 
Then t'haue a Hangman fillip me. 

Vat. My Lord pray pardon nie 
I'rae ford to what I doe, 'tis the Kings pleafure 
To haue you die in priuale. 

lok. Any where 
Since I muft downe, the King might let me fall 
From lofty Pinacles, to make my way 
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Through an arai'd Feild, yet for all that, euen then 
Vnleffe I flew a kingdome full of men 
I Ihould at lad be pa/d home : blacked fate 
Thy woril, I heere defie ihee, what the State 
Appoints 'lis welcome. 

Val. That's to haue your head. 

loh. 'Tis ready. 

Vt^. Hee'l be quiet when you arc dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Tormidla, Malevmto, and Alphonfo. 

Alph, Madam there's a fellow (layes without to 

fpeake with you. 
Tor. With me ! 



Enter Corihlente, 

Aiph. Your (hoo-maker I thinke. 

Tor. Ha'll brought my ftiooesi 

Cor. Yes Madam. 

Tor. You drew them not on lail. 

Cor. No Madam, my Mafler that feru'd you lad 
has very good cuftome, and deales with other Ladies 
as well as you, but I haue fitted you before now, I 
flwuld know the length of your foote. 

Tor. I doe not remember thee. 

Cor. I'me forty you haue forgotten me. 

Tor. What ftiooe was the laft you drew on ? 

Cor. A yellow. 

Tor. A yellow ! I neuer wore that cullor. 

Cor. Yes Madam by that token when I fitted you 
firft, you wore not your Ihoes fo high i'th inllep, but 
me thinks you now go cleane awry. 

Tor. A fault I cannot helpe, manie Ladies befides 
me go fo, I hope 'twill grow to a faihion. 

MaJ. Has not that fellow done there 1 

Cor. Yes fir, I haue now done, I haue a fuit to you 
Madam, that none may be your fhoo-maker but L 
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Tor. Thy Maaer thou fayfl femes me, I (hould 
wrong him then. 

Cor. Yet doe you me more wrong, oh my Tor- 
miella I 
Is the leife tome out where our Loue was writ. 
That I am quite forgot ! 
. Tor. Softly good fweet. 

Cor. Oh miferie, I make my felfe a iheefe, 
To (leale mine owue, another ai my fire 
Sits whiles I Ihake with cold, I fatten a flianger, 
And (lame my felfe. 

Tor. Danger throwes eyes vpon thee, 
Thus vifit me, watch time for my efcapc 
To any Country, by thy deareft fide 
lie lackey all the world or'e. He not change 
Thee for a thoufand Kings; there's gold. 

Mai. Not yet done ) 

Cor. Yes fir, I'me onely taking inftrnflions to™ 
make her a lower Chopeene, Ihe finds fault that (he's 
lifted too high. 

Mai. The more foole (hee, 

Eftifr lago. 
fag. The King comes Madam, he enquires for 



Enter King, Vala/co, Gazette, and others. 

King. My brother Inhn is gone then 1 
Val. I ha beftow'd him as you commanded, in's 
graue. 

King. Hee's beil there, 
Except the Gods, Kings loue none whom they 

feare. 
How now ! 

Tor. My Shoo-maker, 

King. Oh had. thou fitted her, fo, ftence fir. 
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Cor. As a worme on my belly, what iTioutd the 
Ant, 
On his poore Mole-hill Lraue the Elephant, 
No, Signior no. 
No braines to (lay, but fanes a head to goe. Exit, 

King. Let me haue do more of tJiis ; haue not we 
eyes 
Pointed like Sun-beames, goe to. get you iti. 

Tor. AngcU from Heauen, falne a Kings Concu- 
bine. Fxil. 

Enter Martinis. • 

Mar. May it pleafe your Grace. 
King. Ha I 

Mar. Her Highoefle drown'd in fotrow, that your 
brow 
Has beene fo long contrafled into frownes, 
Withing to die vnleffe Ibe fee it fmooth'd, 
Commends her bed loue to you in this lewell 
The Image of her heart. 
King. My Lord Admiral!, my wife's growne kind, 

fee ! 
Val. One of the happiell houres. 
Mine age e're numbred ; would your Highneffe now 
Would fetch \-p the red blood her cheeks hath loft 
By fending her, fome fimbole of your loue. 

King. Pray ftep your felfe vnto her, fay I locke 
My heart vp in your bofome to her vfe, and giue it 
her. 
Vol. lie lend it in your name. 
King, Doe. 
Va^. She ihall pay her heart for it in intereft. 

Exit. 
King. lie fee her anon. 
Leaue vs, flay you, and fet that Table here. Exeunt. 
A chaire, none trouble vs, doe you ferue the Queene J 
Mar. Yes fir. 
Kins- ^^ know you now, y'are in our eye. 
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Are the doores fafl ? 

Mar. They are Sir. 

King. Nearer yet, 
Doe not you know of a conrpiracie. 

To take away my life vpon Saint tu(h. 

No matter for the day, you know the plot Sir I ^ 

Mar. By Heauen I know of none ! 

King. Blufhing doe you (laine 1 

Mar. It is not guiit but anger. 

Kiii^. Vaue all tixt 
Your hands and Scales to an Indenture diawnsf 
^y fuch a day to kill me. 

Mar. For my part 
My Loyaltie like a rough Diamond (Tiines 
The more 'tis cut, I haue no hand in that 
Or any bafenefie elfe agalnA, your Life 
Or Kingdome. 

King. No I 

Mar. None. 

King. Fetch me Inke and Paper 
I foone (liall try that, come Sir write your name Tj 
Stay, your owne words fliall choake you, 'twas a letter 4 
Wrap'd vp in hidden Charadlers, and fent 
Indos'd in a Pomgranet, to a great Don 
And thus fubfcrib'd : At your pleafurt your obfequious j 

_ vaffaiU. 
Write this, and then your name, here. 

Mar. At your pleafure. 

Kin^. Thy hand (hakes. 

Mar. No fir. Your obfeqitious Vaffaile. 

King. Here fir, your name now there fo low it 
aood. 

Mar. Marlines Cazalla dc Barameda. 

King. There's in thy face no Traytor I cannot tell 
Good raouthes haue giuen thee to mee, on your life 
Be not you like a VVulfes-skin Drum to fright 
The whole Heard by your found, I will compare 
Your liand with this, that's all, but fir beware 
You prate to none of what 'twist vs is pafl. 
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Mar. Were I i'th world aboue, I would defire 
To come from thence, to giue that man the lye. 
That once (hould dare to blot my Loyalty. 

King. Here take this Key, meet mee fome haife 
houre Iience i'th priuy Gallery with two naked Po- 
niards. 

Mur. Two ponyards. Exit. 

Enter Gazetto. 

King. Yes, goe fend fome body in, flay, Lufio 
Can you write ? 

Gat. Yes. 

King. Indite a Letter 'sdealhfir heere begin 

Gai. After my heartie Commendations, fo fir. 

King. How ! write My most admired Mijlris. 

Gas. Mired Mijlris, 

King. With the fire you firjl kindled in me./HllI 

Gas. Still I am burnt : 

King. So that Thunder Jkall not kinder met from 
climbing the htghejl Jlep of the Ladder. 

Gaz. Climbing tlu hightjlflep of the Ladder. 

King. Of your perfeflions, though I bee ci 
for ever. 

Gas. Be confounded for euer. 

King. Your high pleafures are mine, mine yo^ 

Gas. Mine yours. 

King. And / dye euerlaJHngly vntill I bee i 
bofome. 

Gas. And I dye vntill I be in yoiir bofome. 

King. So. 

Gas. So. 

Kifig. Hold. 

Gas. Here fir. 

King. Where are the Gentlemen of our Ch.imber ) 

Gas. Without Sir. 

King. Bid them attend vs clofe. 

Gas. I Hiall. Exeunt. 



I your 




Mar. 



To fee a Bull to a «i!d Fig-tree ty'd 
To make him lame, beads licking 'gainfl the hayre 
Fore-(hew fome (lorme, and I fore-fee fome fnare : 
His fword is dipt in oyle, yet does it wound 
Deadly, yet Rand it, innocence wTong'd is crown'd. 



£nler the King, Alplwnfo, and Gasefto. 

Omn. Treafon ! 

Kim^. Where 1 

Omn. Kill the Villaine. All drc 

King. Stay, none touch him 
On your hues; on Kings flioulders fland 
The heads of the Coloilie of the Goddes 
(Aboue the reach of Traitors) were the beds 
Of twenty thoufand Snakes layd in this bofome. 
There's thunder in our lookes to breake them ail, 
Leaue vs. 

Omn. You are too venturous. Exeunt. 

King. loue cannot fall, 
Both perfon place and bufmelle were quite iofl 
Out of our memorie, lay afide ihefe poniards 
We haue aller'd now our burinelfe, you rtiall beare fir 

Our falutadon to the Queene not feal'd I 

'Sfoot, nor indors'd I fome Inke, come let the fore- 

Haue no more wrincles in't — ^but this, to the Queeoe, 
Write it. 

Mar. To the Queene, no more I 

King. No, no, 'tis well, 
Hail thou no Seale about thee 1 if my wife 
Exceptions take milTmg our royall IJgnet 
Say that not hauing that, I borrowed yours. 

Mar. I fhall Sir. £xU. 
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Enter All. 

King. Hide it, goe — without there, 

Omn. Sir. 

King. You met him did you not, how lookt the 
llauet 

Omn. Moil (Irangely. 

King. Vnparalel'd Villaine ! Diuels could not (et 
To batch fuch fpitefull railchiefe, guard ine clofely, 
When you Tee him at the (lake then worry him, 
Are all weapon' d 1 

Omn. All, all. 

King. When Darts inuifible doe flye, 
A flaue may kill a Lyon in the eye. Exeunt. 

Enter Queene, and Tormiella. 

Qu. Who gaue you this 1 

Tor. A Gentleman of your Chamber. 

Enter Marthtes. 

Qu. Call in the Villaine, 
Thou audatious Serpent ! 

How dar'd thou wind in knotted curies thy lull 
About our honour ; where hadll ihou this Letter I 

Afar. I had il from the King. 

Qu. Out impudent Traytor. 

Enter King, lago, Gasetto, Alphonfo. 

King. How now at Barle-brake, who are in Hell ? 
What's that ? to the Queene, what Queene ! 

Qu. Me, 'tis to me 
Your miilris there the MelTenger, her Secretary 
Hee heere. 

King. Yds death. 

Qu. Your Trull and hee haue laid 
Ttaines to blow vp mine honour, I am betray'd. 



r 


Makk me in Lotidon. ^^^H 


Ki„f. 


Zupo, Fallen her. ^^^^H 


G». 


Fallen mee ^^^1 


Xing. 


/ago fee. -^^^^H 


1 Looke all, bind fall this Diuell, is there no Circle V 


1 To be damn'd in but mine. H 


Qu. 


Slaue let me goe. H 


Kinf. 


Oh thou ludfull harlot. ■ 


Qu. 


Guard me Heauen. H 


Mar. 


I'me fold. ■ 


Q«. 


Thou Villaine fpeake truth. ^^^M 


Ki«n. 


Keepe her off. ^^^^^| 


Mar. 


Mod bafely ^^^H 


Betray'd and baffled, is that Letter the fame ^^^^H 


Sent in 1 


the Queene. ^^^M 


7&r. 


I'he very fame. ^^^^^H 


1 King. 


Is this thy hand ? ^^^^^| 


Mar. 


'Tis fjr, but heare me. ^^^^^| 


King. 


And this thy name, thy hand t ^^^^^| 


Mar. 


My name, my hand. ^^^^| 


Q". 


Saue him and let him fpit ^^^^H 


1 His blaciteapoyfonfoithl ^^^^| 


b King 


Spare him, vnhand her. ^^^^B 


1 Q'- 


Let me haue luilice as thou art a King 1 ^ 


1 «,(f. 


To priion with them both. H 


1 Qii. _ 


As I ara thy n-ife H 


\ Make not thy felfe a (Irorapit of me. H 


1 -^w^- 


Hence, guard her. ■ 


1 <2«- 


I come Heauen, guarded with innocence. H 




ExiU ■ 


.^»«£. 


Follow your Miftris, you. ■ 


r^r. 


Yes, to her graue. ■ 


Oh that I now were fwallowed in fome Waue. ExU. ■ 


King. 


Oh that I m 


1 Should i 


n a womans lap my Kingdome lay, ^| 


1 Honour 


and life, and (he Ihould all betray H 


1 To a Groome, a flaue. ^H 


lag 


Let not her poyfon run ^^^^^| 


Too neare your heart. ^^^^^^| 


Sing. 


/ago I haue done, ^^^^H 
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Pray let my greife want company, this wracke 
So great, fhaU make th' whole Kingdome mourn in 
black. Exeunt. 

Lupo\ 

Gas. Did your Highnefle call I 
Kifi^. Yes, harke thee Lupo ; 
It may bee Ih'art a Serpent dull of fight, 
Be quicke of hearing, may be th'art a Hare, 
And canfl tee fide-wayes, let me locke vp here, 
What ener's layd in there. 

Gas. I am (Irongly charm'd. 
King. Wilt venter for me 1 
Gaz. To the threfhold of helL 
King. May I trua thee 1 
Gt^. BIfe imploy me not. 
King. Dida euer kill a Scorpion T 
Gas. Neuer, I ha beene aung by one. 
King. Dida neuer bait a wild Bull T 
Gas. That's the paftirae 1 moa loue and follow. 
King. A ftrange difeafe 
Hangs on me, and our Doi^ors fay the bloud 
Onely of thele two beaas muft doe me good, 
Dai'a thou attempt to kill them 1 

Ga%. Were they Diuels 
With heads of Iron, and Clawes ioynted with brafle, 
Encounter them I (hall, in what Parke run they 1 
King. The Queene that Scorpion is, Tormidhu 
husband 
The mad Oxe broken loofe ; in a fmall volume 
What mifchiefe may be writ, in a maze ! 

Ga%. No, in a mufe, 
I'me plotting how to doe't, and to come off. 

King. This does it, by this key bura vp all doores 
That can betray thee, done be fure to rife. 
Let a Kings royall breath, fend the hence flying. 
Gas. As Powder does the Bullet. 
King. Heap'd vp honours 
Are fcedules to thine enterprife annext. 
Doe it and mount — 
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Gaz. To th' Gallowes. 

King. Thy felfe goes next ExUi 

Gob. 1 fcorn to be thy bloud hound. 
Why Ihould I vexe a Soule did neuer greeue me 1 
The Queene an honed Lady : (hould I kill her. 
It were as if I puU'd a Temple downe, 
And from the mines of that buih vp a (lewes. 
She Hues, but Butcher Uke the Oxe Ik vfe. ExU. 



Enter Ring, Valafa>, Maievento, Alphonfg. 

Mai. Oh royall Sir, my Daughter Tormidla 
Has lofl her vfe of reafon and runtie mad. 

King. When I 

Mai. Not halfe an houre fince. 

King. Mad now ! now frantique ! 
When all my hopes are at the highefL pitch 
T'bioy her beauties ! talke no more : thou l/ft 

Enter Gatetto. 

Gas. May it pleafe your Maieflie — 

King. Curfes confume thee oli Strikes, 

Gas. It is difpatch'd, the Queene is loft, neuer to ' 

be found. 

Ki'ig. Waue vpon Waue, 

Hard hearted Furies, when will you dig my Graue : 

You doe not heare him, thunder (hakes Heauen firft 

Before dull Earth can feele it : 
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My dcere, deareil Queene is dead. 

Vol. Ha ! 

Omn. The Queene dead ! 
King. What faid (he laft I 

Goi. Commend me to the King 
And tell him this, mine honour is not wrack'd, 
Though his Loue bee. 

I^ttg. And fo her heart-ftrings crackl ! 

Val. Some tricke vpon my life, Stat e-comu ring 
To raife vp Diuels in Prifons, and i'th darke : 
If (he be dead. He fee her. 

King, Villanous man. 
Thou Tee what we haue inioy'd, thou impudent foole 
Away, lagp giue this tumbling Whale 
Empty barrels to play with till this troublDiia Seas 
^Which he more raging makes) good Heauen ap- 
peafe. 

VaL Well I fay nothing, Birds in Cages mourne 
At lirft, but ai iaft fmg ; I will take my turae. Exit. 

King. My Queene dead, I (hall now haue riming 
(laues 
Libell vpon vs, giuing her innocent wings 
But fay we murdered her, fcandal! dare (Irike Kings : 
Then here's another Moone of Spaine Eclips'd, 
One whom our bell lou'd Queene put in her bofome, 
For fweetneffe of pure life, integritie, , 
And {in Court beauties wondrous) honefty, 
Shee's mad too, Lupo, Tormiellds mad I 

Goi. Mad ! 

lag. As a March whore. 

Gas. Mad, lliall I worke vpon her ? 

Ki»i. Vfe thy skill. Exit Gasetto. 

lag. 1 would to Heauen your highnefle — 

King. Ha ! the Queene I was Ihe not at my eibow) 

Omn. Here was nothing. 

Kin^. I mull not liue thus, la^o if I lye 
After the kingly fathion without a woman 
I (hall run mad at midnight ; I will marr; 
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The Lunaltcke Lady, Ihe (hall be roy Queene, 
Proclaime her fo. 

lag. Your highneffe does but left ! 

Kin^. .\li ihe world's franlicke, mad with mad arc 
bed. ExU, 

tag. Wretched (late of Kings, that (landing hye, 
Their (aults are markes (hot at by euery eye. Exit. 

Enter Tormidla, Malenento, Gazetio. 

Gai. Giiie me the key, make all fad, leaue us, He 
skrew her wits to the right place. 

Mai. Apollo blefle thee. . Exit. 

Tor. Are not you a woollen Draper 1 

Tor. ^Vhether is a womans life raeafiired by the 
Ell or the Yard. 

Gas. All women by the Yard fure, it's no life elfe. 

Tor. I'me now neare feuenteene yeares old, if I 
Ihould dye at thefe yeares, am not I a foole. 

Gas. Yes, many are you, for the Law allowes 
none to be of difcretion, till they come to twenty 
one. 

Tor. Out vpon you, you are a lawyer, pray 'get 
you hence, for you'l not leaue me clothes to my backe 
if I kcepe you company, I'me mad enough now, and 
you'l make me (Urke mad. 

Gas. I am not what I feeme, no Dotflor I 
But by your Husband fenl in this difguKe 
To found your bofome. 

Tor. You bob for Eeles, doe you not ? 

Ga%. Here has he locki his mind vp, but for mec 
To put a burning linltocke in a hand 
That may giue fire, and fend my Soule in powder 
1 know not, pardon me, fare you well Lady \ 

Tor. Hift doe you heare ? 

Gaz. The eyes of mercy guard thee 
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King 



Were't knowne for what I venter'd thus, 'twere death. 
lie to your husband. 

Tor. Stay, I am not mad 
Yet I haue caufe to raue. my wits like Bels 
Are backward rung, onely to fright the Tyiaiit 
Thai whilA his wild lull wanders, I may flye 
To my fweet husbands armes, here 1 haue hid 
The traines I meane to lay for mine efcape. 

Gat. Excellent he (hall fecond you. 

Tor. Should any watch vs ! 

Gas. All's fafl, run mad agen then, tht 
thinks 

Me fome rare fellow, you fhall leaue the Court 
Now if you'l talle my Counfell. 

Torm. He drinke gall to cure mee of this fjck- 
nefle. 

Gat. Sit then downe here. 
lie bind you fall becaufe it fhall appeare, 
That you grow worfe and worfe, then will I tell 
The King, the onety courfe to leaue you well, 
Is to remoue you home to mine'owne Lodging, 
lie bind you. 

Tor. For euer to thee. 

Gaz. Once hence, you may flye, 
To ih' Straiglds, and then crolTe o're to Barbary : 
So, th'art a Strumpet 

Tor. What's that you fpeake 1 

Gas. A damn'd one, 
DoH thou not know me I I am Gazetto. 

Tor. Mercy. 

Gas. Who like a ball of wild-fire haue beeiie toll 
To make others fport, but here I burfl and kill : 
A periured Strum peL 

Tor. I am none, 
My Father fwore that I (liould marry thee, 
And then a Tyger and a Lambe had met, 
I ne're was thine, nor euer will be. 

Gas. Sweare thou art not mine. 
That when I fee thy heart dninke with hot onlhes, 
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This Feind may pitch thee reeling into Hell, 
Sweare that thou art not mine. 

Tar. By heaueii I am not, 
To proue I (weare right to thee, change that we^>oii. 
See at my Girdle hang my wedding kniues, 
With thofe difpatch mee. 

Gaz. To th'heart ! 

Tor. Ayme right I bereech thee. 

Gaz. lie not kill thee now for fpight 
Becaufe thou begil it. 

Tor. Then good villaine fpare me ! 

Gas. Neither, heere's that (hall finke thee ; to the 
King 
Thy iiigling and thefe Letters lliall be fhowne. 

Tor. Vpon thy head be my confufion 
The King ! I (hall both feed his rage and luft, 
Firft doome me to any Tortures ! 

Gaz. Thou [halt then fweare Vnbinds her. 

Becaufe I know he'll force the tye a knot. 
The Church mnft fee and figh at, if he marries thee, 
Sweare when he comes to touch thy naked fide, 
To bury him in thofe (heets, thou art his Bride, 
Tor. By Heauen that night's his laft, my iuft hi 
keepes 
This vow grauen there. 

Gaz. Till then my vengeance fleepes, 
Where is the King 1 

Enter King, /ago, Alphonfo, Malei'ento, 

Gas. I haue refin'd 
That Chaos which contounded her faire mind. 

Kin. Moue in thy voice the Spheares, when lit 
thou fpeakft Tornudla. 

Tor. I am well my fearefuU dreame 
Is vanifht, thankes to Heauen and that good man. 

King. Thou giu'fl me another Crowne, oh Vindi 

'I'he axletree on which my Kingdome moties, 
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Leanes on thy Ihoulders, I am all thine ; TermUUa ! 
Bright Cynthia looke not pale, ETuiimions beere, 
Hymen (hall fetch a leapc from Heauen t'alight 
Full in thine amies, backe thou blacke ominous night 
ExeunL 

Enter CordoUnU. 

Cor. Signior Lupo, why Don, not know me, I am 
the poore Shopkeeper, whote ware is taken vp by the 
King. 

Gat. You lye. 

Cor. True, as Judges doe with their wiues, very 
feldome, t am Cordoletttt a poore Gudgin diuing thus 
vnder water, to lee how Neptune and his Mermaides 
fwhn together, but dare not come neare him, for feare 
he fets Dogfifh to deuoure me. 

Gas. An excellent maske againfl the marriage, 
now gel a priuale coat, the King meanes to haue you 
ftab'd. 

Ccf. He does that already, with the bodkin that 
flicks in my wifes hay re. 

Gaz. He has not the patience to (lay the dreffmg 
of his meat of thy prouiding, he will haue it taken vp, 
and eate the flefli raw he will be married inconti- 
nently. 

Cor. Will (he fel her hands to my homes ? 

Gaz. Yes, and fet them to your head, (he followes 
the (leps of her old grandara, all euils take their 
names from her, the ills of Eue, thy wife for the hoope 
ring thou marriedil her withall, hath fwome to fend 
thee a Deathes head. 

Cor. Sworne ! 

Gaz. Sworne, were thy cafe my cafe ; I would fet 
SI Diuell at her elbow in the very Church, I would kill 
her as (he gaue away her hand. 

Cor. Wilt helpe me to a (it Circle to play the 
Diuell in ! 

Gia. lie place thee, He put thy foot into the 
flirrup. 
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Cor. And I will rid the world of one of his 
difeafes, a loofe woman. 

Gaz. Fareirell, eate her very hart. Exit. 

Cor. As we feed one vpon another, hungerly 

Exeunt. 

Hoboyts : Enter two Fryers felting out an Altar, 
Enter Jago, Alphonfo, GaseUo, Afalevmto, txaO 
Churchmen, Tormiella next cutd the Kin%, Ladia,' 
attending, Cordolente Jleaies in, andjlands in fame? 
by place tlie Kin^ Jiayes or Jits in a cAayre, Tor- 
miella is brought to htm, as ^ is commingtAe 
Kir^ meets lur \ as the ring is putting mtf Cord^ 
iente Jleps in ruddy, breakes them off, TgrmteUoi 
flyes to his bo/ome, the King offers to flab him, it- 
held: Jht knedes, futs, weepes, Cordolente is thrujt. 
out, Gatefto laughs at all, they are preparing to it 
againe, it Thunders oftd L^htens : all affrightedly 

Enter Cordolente. 

Cor. DoR thou tell me of thy Proclamations that 
I am banillil from the Court, that Court where I came 
to thee was none of thine, it belongs to a King that 
keepes open Court, one that neuer wrong'd a poore 
Begger, neuer tooke away any mans wife, vnlefle he 
fent his Potfeuani death for her r oil thou daring Sacri- 
legious royall Theefe; wilt ihou rob the Church too 
.as thou hall me ! thniil me out of that houfe too in 
the Sanfluary turo'd Diuell in a crowd of Angels ! 

Enter Gasel/o. 

Gaz. Why didll not kill her ! 

Cor. I had no power to kill her 
Charmes of Diuinity pull'd backe mine Arme, 
She had Armor of pioofe on, (reuerence of the place) 
She is not married, is (he, fliorten 
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Enter lago. 
lag. You mud both to th' King. 
Gas. Mufl 1 we are for him. 
Cor. Now doe I looke for a fig. 
Gas. Chew none, feare nothing. Exeunt. 

Flourijh. Enter King, Tbrmiella, Valafca, Malevenlo, 
Alfkonfo. 

King. Has heauen left chiding yet ! there's in thy 
voyce 
A thunder that worfe frights mee, didfl thou fweare ' 
In bed lo kill me, had I married thee ^ 

Tor. It was my vow to doe fo. 

King. And did that Villaine, 
That Lupo Viruiicado'Si thrufl. this vengeance 
Into thy defperate hand 1 

Tor. That Villaine fwore me 
To fpeed you, I had dy'd etfe ; me had he murdered, 
When in a Doiflors (hape he came lo cure 
The madnelle which in me was counterfeit, 
Onely lo Ihun your touches. 

King. Strange preferuation ! 

Enter lago, Gazette, aiui Cordolente. 

Vol. Here comes the traytor I 

King. Diuell, didll thou tempt this woman 'gainfl 
my life ? 

Ga%. Has flie betray'd me, yes, hence Aniicke 
vizors 
He now appear my felfc, 

Mat. Ganttto I 

Gas. The fame. 

Cor. I ha warm'd a Snake in my bofome. 

Ma/. This is he. 
To whom by promife of tny mouth, (not hers) 
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Tormiella fliould ha' beene married, bul flying him 
To runne away widi this, he in difguife 
Has followed Both thus long to be reueng'd. 

Gaz. And were not my hands ty'd by your pre- 
uention 
II (hould goe forward yet, my plot lay there 
(King) to haue her kill thee, this Cuckold her, 
Then had I made him Hawkes-meat. 

Val. Bloudy Varlet. 

King. Rare ProuJdencc, I thankc ihee, what a 
heape 
Of mifchiefes haue I brought vpon my Kingdome, 
By one bafe Ai^ of luft, and my greateft horror 
Is that for her I made away my Queene 
By this deilroyers hand, this crimfon Hell-hound 
That laughes at nothing but frefii Villanies. 

Gaz. The laughing dayes I wifiit for, are now 
come fir 
I am glad that leaping into fuch a Gulph, 
1 am not dro^vn'd, your Queene liues. 

King. Ha ! 

Gas. She Hues, I had no reafon to kill her. j 

Val. A better Spirit 
Stood al his elbow, then you planted there, 
My poore Girle your fad Queene, breathes yet. j 

Kiftg. Long may (lie. 
Fetch her, commend me to her, cheere her (Father.) 

Vat. With the bcft hart I haue. Exit 

King. Let that Hye Bawd 
Engine of Hell, who wrought vpon thy Chafiity 
Be whipt though SiuiU, foure fuch tempting witches 
May vndoe a City : come, you wronged paire 
By a King that parted you, you new married are. 
Inioy each other and profper. 

Car. I doe already, 
Feeling more Joyes then on my Wedding day, 
1 nere till now was married. 

Tar. Nor I euer happy vntill this houre. 

Ma/. Nor I, as I am true Lord. 




^ng. No, fir, y'are no true Lord, you haue a title, 
A face of honour, as in Courts many haue, 
For bafe and reiiiiie proAitutions, 
And you are fuch a one, your Daughters fall 
Was 6rfl flep to your rifing, and her rifmg 
Agdne to that fweet goodneffe (he neuer went from, 
Mufl be your fall, and flrip you of all honours 
Your Lordlhip is departed, 

Ala/. Does the Bell ring out 1 I care not 
Your Kingdome was a departing too, I had a place 
in Court for nothing, and if it be gon, I can loofe 
nothing ; I ha' beene like a Lord in a play, and that 
done, my part ends. 

&'iig. Yes fir, I purge my Court of fuch Infeflion. 

Ma/. I (hall find company i'th City I warrant ; I 

am not the Aril hath giuen vp my Cloake of honour. 

Exit. 

Enter Valafco, lolin, and Queene. 

King. Oh my abufed heart, thy pardon, fee 
I haue fent home my (lolne goods ; 

Qu. HoneRly ! 

King. As fhe was eiier; now with full cleere eyes 
I fee thy beauty, and Itrange Cheekes defpife. 

Qu. You call me from a graue of fliame and 
forrow. 
In which I lay deepe buried. 

loA. From a graue likewife 
Your Maiedie calls me 1 I haue lookt backe 
On all my poore Ambitions, and am forry, 
That I fell euer from lo bright a Spheare, 
As is the Loue of fuch a royall brother. 

King. Be as you fpeake, we are friends, it was 
our will 
To let you know, we can, or faue, or kill. 

lofi. Your mercy new transformes me. 

King. Sirrah your fauing 
My Queene, when I confefle {luft me fo blinded) 
I would haue gladly loft her ; giues thee life. 
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Qu. Firll I thaoke Heauen, then him, and at 

lafl you. 

Gax. I had not the heart to hurt a woman, if I 
had, your little face had beene mall'd ere this, but vay 
Angers out, forgiue me. 

Tor. With all my heart. 

King. Pray noble brother loue this man, he's 
honed, 
1 ha' made of him good proofe, we Ihould haue had 
A wedding, but Heauen frown'd at it, and I 
Am glad 'tis croft, yet we'll both Feaft and dance, 
Our Fame hath all this while laine in a Trance ; 
Come Tormidla, well were that Cily blefL, 
That with but, Two fiich women fhouM excel!, 
But there's fo few good, th'aft no I'aralell. Exmiil. 
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The Prologue. 



XHusfrem the Poet, am I bid to fay ; 
Hee knows what Judges fit to Doomt tack Play, 
Over-curious Critick, or the Wife) 
The one with f quint ; 'Totker with Sunn-like eyes, 
Skates through each faene; The one cries all things 

down 
Tether, hides flrangers Faults, clofe as his (heme. 

Las I Tkofe that out of cuflome come to jeerc, 
(Sung tkefutl quire of the Nine Mufes keere) 
So Carping, Not from Wit, but Apifhfpite, 
And Fethei'd Ignorance, Thus ! our Poet does flight. 

'Tis not a gay fute, or Diflorted Faee, 
Can beate his Merit off. Which has won Grace 
In the full Theater , Nor can newfiare 
The Teeth of any Snaky ■whifperer ; 
But to the white, andfweete unelowdcd Brotv, 
(The heaven where true worth moves) our Poet do's bow. 
Patrons of Arts, and Pilots to the Sta^e, 
Who guide if {through all Tempefls) from tke Rage 
Of envious Whirlewindes, 6, doe you butjleere 
His Mufe, This day ; And bring her totli wiflsed 

Jkore, 
You are tkofe Delfhick Powers whoniflte^le adore. 




Dramatis Perfoncs. 



Duke of Florence, 
Prince of Pifa, 
Lord Vanni. 
Trebatio his Sotine. 
Mm 



>po. \c 
Hi. ' 



Philippo. {-Courtiers. 
TornelH. ■ 



Kero f/te Dukes Sonne. 
Gafparo his Friend. 
Tibaldo Neri, Lover c 
Dariene L. Vanni's wifi. 
An gel o Lotti, Lover of 

Fiametta. 
Baptifla, his friend. 



lacomo Geniili, 77ie Noble Houte-keeper, 
Signior Torrenti, TJie Hioloiis Lord. 
Fiametta, t/ie Dukes Daughter, 
Dariene, Old Lord Vannies IVlfe. 
Alifandra, her Daughter. 
AXphoTAna., fjler to Tibaldo Neri. 
■ Cargo, Lcrd Vanni's man. 

Two Curtizans. 

A Nuife, 







WONDER 

OF 

A Kingdome. 



A6lus primus. Scsena prima. 

Enter Duke of Flormce, Prince of Pifa, Nkolcito 
Vanniy Trebatio his fonne, Mutio, Philippo, Tor- 
nelli, Gailants, Tibaldo Neri, Alphonfina hisjifier, 
Darime Old Vanmes wife. Cargo afervin^-man. 

BEc furfit heere on Pleafures: Seas nor l^nd 
1 Cannot invite us to a Feaft more glorious, 
[ Then this day we have fat at ; roy Lord 

You have an excellent feate heere ; Tis a building 
May entertaine a Cafar: but you and I 
Should rather talke of Tombs, then Pallaces, 
Let's leave all to our heires, for we are old. 

Nico. Old I hem 1 all heart of brafTe, found as a 
bell. 
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Old I why, He tell your Graces ; I have gone 
But halfe the bridge ore yet ; there lies before rac 
As much as I have paff'd, and I'le goe it all. 

mo. Mad ^;in«/ftill. 

Nic. Old Oakes doe not eafily fall : 
Deccmhirs cold hand combes my head and beard. 
But May fwimmes tn my blood, and he that walkes 
Without his wooden third legge, is never old. 

nja. What is your age my Lord 1 

Nic. Age, what call you age 1 
I have liv'd fome halfe a day, fome halfe an houre. 

Flo. A tree of threefcore-yeares growth, nothing T 

Tib. A meere flip, you have kepi good diet my 
lord. 

JVie. Let whores keepe diet, 
Tiid/i/o ner'e ; never did Rivers runn 
In wilder, madder flreamea, then I have done, 
I'le drinke as hard yet as an Englirtiman. 

F/o. And they are now beil Drinkers. 

/'i/a. They put downe the Dutch-men cleane. 

NU. He yet ui>on a wager hit any fencers button. 

Car. Some of 'em ha' no buttons to their doubleta 
Sir. 

JVif. Then knave, He hit his flefh, and hit jrour 
cockfcombe. 
If you croffe mine once more. 

P/o. Nay be not angry. 

JVic. 1 have my Paflees Sir : and my Pafiadoes, 
My Longes, my Stockadoes, Imbrocadoes, 
And all ray Pimtoes, and Pimtillioes, 
Here at my fingers end. 

Flo. By my faith 'tis we!L 

M'c. Old ? why I nc're tooke Phificke, nor e 
will, 
I'le trufl none that have Art, and leave to kill : 
Now for that chopping herbe of hell Tobacco ; 
The i dIe-mans-DeviIl, and the Drunkards- whore, 
I never medled with her ; my fmoake goes, 
Out at my kitchin diimney, not my ngfe. 
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Flo. And fome Lords have no chunnies but their 

Nic. Tobacco- fhopps (hew like prifons in hell j 
Hote, ftnoaky, (linking, and I hale the ftnelL 

Pif. Who'd thiiike that in a coale fo Alhy white, 
Such fire were glowing ? 

Flo. May not a fnuffe give light T 

Tib. Vou fee it doe's in him. 

Alph. A withered-tree doth oft beare branches. 

iWf, What thinke you then of me — fweete Lady I 

A/ph. Troth my Lord as of a horfe, vilely, if he 
can 
Neither wihy, nor ivagge-Taile. 

F?^. The Lady Alphonfma Neri, has given it you 
my Lord. 

Nii. The time may come I may give it her loo. 

Flo. ' I doubt Lord Vannt, (he will cracke no Nutts, 
With fuch a tough (hell, as is youra and mine. 
But leaving this, lets fee you pray at Court. 

Nko. I thanke your grace. 

Flo. Vour wife, and your Taire daughter, 
One of the (lars of Flormce, with your fonne, 
Heiie to your worth and Honours, Trebaiio Vanni. 

Treb. I (hall attend your grace. 

He. The holy knot. 
Hymen (hall fhorlly tie, and in faire bands, 
Vnile Florence and Pifa by the hands. 
Of Fyamtlla and this Pi/an Duke 
(Our Noble-fon in Jaw) and at this daie, 
Pray be not abfenL 

Nic. We (hall your will obey. 

Flo. We heare there is a gallant that out-vies 
Vs, and our court for bravery, of expence, 
For royall feafts, triumphs, and revellings. 

Nic. He's my neere kinfman, mine owne brothers 
fon. 
Who defperatcly a prodigall race doth runne. 
And for this riotous humour, he has the by-name, 
Signior Terrmti, a fwift Head-long ftrearne. 
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Fio> But thcr's another layes on more then he. 

Nic Old Ia«mo t open-handed charitie, 
Bit's ever at his gates to welcome gueds. 
He makes no bone-fires, as my riotous kinfman, 
And yet his chimneis call out braver fmoake. 
The Bellows which he blowes with, are good deeds, 
The rich he fmiles upon, the poore he feeds. 

/"/o. Thefe gallants we'le be feafted by, and Feaa 
Fames praifes of 'em, (hall make us their gueft, 
Meane time we'le hence. £a:i( Flereiice, Pifa, &v. 



Enter Cargo. 

Car. 1 have News to tell your Lordlhip, Signiar 
Angek (ot the Lotti FamUy) is Laniflied. 

Dari. How banilh't ? alas poore Angela LottL 

Trtb. Why muil he goe from Norence 1 

Cargo. Becaufe he can (Lay there no longer. 

Nic. To what end is he driven from the Citie ? 

Cargo. To the end he fliould goe into fome other 
my Lord. 

Nie. Hoida. 

Car. I hope this is newes Sir. 

Nic. What fpeake the people of him 1 

Car. As bells ring ; fome out, fome in, all jangle, 
they fay he has dealt with the Gmmuay againll tlie 
flate : but whether with the men, or the women ; tis 
to be flood upon. 

Nic. Away Sir knave and foole. 

Car, Sir knave, a new word : fooles, and knaves 
Sir I Exil. 

Nic. This muttering long agoe flew to mine eare, 
The Gencnvay is but a line throwne out, 
But Fiametla's love, the net that choakes him. 

Tre. He's worthy of her eqiiall. 
Nic. Peace foolilh boy, 
At thefe ilate bone=Jires (whofe frames reach fo high) 
To iland aloofe, is fafer then too nigh. £jti. 
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Enter Ttbaldo Neri, and Alplwnfina. 

Alp. Why brother, what's the matter? 

Tib. I'me ill, exceeding ill. 

Alp. That's not well. 

Tib. Sure I did furfet at Lord Vannies. 

Alp. Surfeil you eate fome Meate againft your 
ftomack. 

Ttb. No, but I had a flomack to one diOi, and the 
not tading it, makes me Tick at heait. 

Alp. \Vas it tifli or flelh I 

Td>. Flefh fiire, if 1 hit the marke right. 

Alp. I'll not the mifsing of a marke (which you 
long to hit) 
Makes you draw fighes in (lead of arrowes ? 

Tib. Would I had beene a thoufand leagues from 
thence, 
When 1 fat downe at's table, or bin partner 
With Angela Lotti in his baniihtnent ; 
Oh 1 fiaer Alplwnfina, there I dranke 
My bane, the ilrongeft poifon that e're man 
Drew from a Ladies eye, now fwelling in me. 

Alp. By cailing of thy water then, I gucffe thou 
would'ft 
Have a medcine for the greene-ficknes. 

Tib. 'Tis a greene wound indeed. 

Alp. Tent il, tent it, and keepe it from ranckling, 
you are 
Over head and eares in love. 

Tib. I am, and with fuch mortall Arrowes pierc't 
I fball fall downe 

Alp. There's no hurt in that 

Tib. And dye unleffe her pitty 
Send me a quicke and fweeie recovery. 

Alp. And faith what dodtreffe is Ihe mud call you 
patient ] 

Tib. Faire Darime, the Lord Vannies wife 
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Old mans halt ) were there fo many dainty dithes 
To fill your belly, and mud you needs long for thai 

dilh 
The mafter of the houre fetts up for his owne tooth. 

Tib. Could love be like a fubjefl, tied to lawes, 
Then might you fpeake this language. 

Alp. Love S a difeafe as common with young gallants 

Swaggering and drinking Tobacco, there's not one 
Of 'um al! but will to day ly drawing on (or a 
Woman, as if ihey were puffing and blowing at 

llreight boot. 
And [o morrow be ready to knock at deathes doore. 
But I wo'd faine fee one of you enter and fei in 
His ilaffe. 

Tib. You (hall fee me then do fo. 

Alp. I Oiall iooke fo old firft, I fhall be taken G 
thy grandame ; come, come 'tis but a worme betweeni 
the skinne 
And the flefh, and to be taken out with the point 

of a 
Waiting-womans needle, as well as a great 
Counteffes. 

Tib. If this be all the comfort you will lend me. 
Would you might leave me 

Alp. Leave thee in ficknes 1 I had more needgii 
thee a Caudle ; and thrull thy adle<head into 
night-Cap p. 
for Iooke you brother 

Tib. Even what you will muft out. 

Alp. If what you will might fo too, then would 
you be in 
Tune : I warrant, if the fucket flood here before 
Tiiee, thy tlomack would goe againll. 

Tib. Yes fure my rtomack would goe againd it ; 
'Tis onely that which breeds in me defpaire. 

Alp. Defpaire for a woman) they hang about 
mens 
Neckes in fome places thicker then hops upon pol( 
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Tib. Her walls of challitie cannot be beaten 

Alp. Walis of chaftitie 1 walls of wafer-cakes, I 
have 
Knonne a woman carry a fcither-bed, and a man in't 
In her minde, when in the ftreete fhe call up the 

white of 
Her eye tike a Puritane. 

TUi. Sifter you do but ftretch me on the racke 
And with a laugjiing cheeke increale my paine, 
Be rather pitifuil and eafe my torments 
By teaching me how in this dreadfull ftorme, 
I may efcape (hip-wrack and attaine that (hore 
Where I may live, heere elfe I'me (ure to die- 

Alp. Well brother, fmce you will needs faile by 
fuch a 
Starre as I Ihall point out, looke you heere it isj if 

(he were 
Your Fether-makers, Taylors or Barbers wife, 
BEute a hooke with gold, and with it 

Tib. I do conjure you by that noble blood 
Which makes me call you firter, ceafe to powre 
Poifon into a wound, fo neere my heart. 
And if to cure Loves-paines there be an Art. 
Woman me thinkes (hould know it caufe Ihe breeds it. 

Alp. That cunning woman you take me to be, and 
becaufe 
I fee you diffemble not, beer's my medcine. 

TW. I (hall for ever tiianke you. 

Alp. Firft fend for your Barber. 

Tib. For heavens fake. 

Alp. Your Barber fliail not come to rob you of 
your beard ; 
rie deale in no concealements 

Tib. Uh 1 fie, lie, fie. 

Alp. But let him by rubbing of you quicken 
Your fpirits, 

Tib. Sofo. 




Alp. Then whifUe your goldfinches (your gallajits) 
to yourfift 

Tib. T'ar mad, y'ar mad. 

Alp. Into a Tauernc, Drinke ftiffe, fweare ftifife, 
have your muficke, and your brace, dance, and whiffe 
Tobacco, 
Till all fmoake Agen, and fplic Sir. 

Tib. You fplit my very heart in pieces. 

Alp. And doe thus, but till the Moone cutis off her 
homes ; Laugh in the day, and ileepe in the night : 
and this wenching fitr will be burnt out of you. 

Tib. Away, away, cruell you are lo kill, 
When to give life, you have both power and skill 

Exit. 

Alp. Alas : poore brother now I pitly thee, and 
wo'd doe 
Any thing to he!pe thee to thy longing, but that a 
Gap mud be broken, in another mans hedge to rob 
His orchard, within there Lnca Angelo, give him 
Mufick ; 

Muficke has helpt fome mad-men, let it then 
Channe him. Love makes fooles of the wifeft men. 

ExU. 

Enter at one doore, Angela Lotti, a'ul Baptijla, at 
the otktr, Piero, and la/pero. 

Pier. Yonders that villaine, keepe off lafpero : 
This prey He ceafe. All draw. 

lafp. Be more advifed Sir. 

Bap. At whofe life Ihoote you % 

Pier. At that flaves there. 

An^. Slave I I know you for the Dukes fonne, but 
I know no caufe of quarrell, or this bafe reproach. 

Pier. Thou art a villaine. 

Ang. Wherein ? 

Pier. And by witch-craft, 
Had dole my fifter Fiametlas heart, 
Forceing her leave a Prince his bed for thine. 
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Afig. If for her love you come to kill nie ; heere 
rie point you to a doorc where you may enter and 
fetch out a loath'd life. 

Pier. lafpero. 

lajp. Oh my Lord. 

Ang. Let him corae, I ow her all ; 
And that debt will I pay her gladly. 

lafp. Deare Sir heaie him 

Aug. But if on any other fier of rage ; 
You third to drinke my blood, heere I detie 
You, and your malice, and retume the villaine 
Into your throate. 

Pier. So Iwave lir ! Change a Ihmjl or two. 



Enter NuoUetto, and Car^. 

Nks. I charge you in the Dultes name, keepe the 
peace; 
Beate downe their weapons, knock 'em downe 
Cargo. 
Car. I have a lullices warrant to apprehend your 
weapons ; 
Therefore I chaise you deliver. 

Nim. Oh my Lord : make a fray in an open 
flreete ) tis to 
Make a bon-fire to draw children and fooles 
Together ; Signior Aiigelo, pray be wife, and be gon. 
Ang. I doe but guard ray life (my Lord) from 

danger. 
£apl. Sir, you doe exercife your violence 
Vpon a man, ilab'd to the heart with wounds ; 
You fee him fmking, and you let your foote 
Vpon his head, to kill him with two deathes ; 
Trample not thus on a poore banifh'J man. 

Nico. If hee be banilh'd, why dwells hee i'th 
houfe, whofe 
Tiles are pull'd downe over his head 1 You mull 
hunt 
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No more in this Parke of Florence ; why then 
Doe you lie fneaking heere, to (leale venifon I 

Ang. M.y LonJs, I lake my laft leave of you all ; 
Of love, and fortunes 

£a/'t. Lower thou canft not fall, £xif. 

lafp. Trull mee, my Lord, This Lotii is a man, 
{Setting afide his rivall-fhip in love. 
For which you liate him) fo abundant rich 
In all the Vertues of a Gentle-man, 
That had you read their file, as I haue done. 
You would not onely fall in love with him, 
And hold him worthy of a Princefle bed, 
But grieve, that ior a woman, fuch a man 
Should fo much fuffer ; in being fo put downe, 
Never to rife againe. 

A7W. A terrible cafe, i'de not be in't for all Flortna. 

Pie. Troth deare friend, 
The praifes which have crown'd him with thy ludge- 

mcnt, 
Make mee to cad on him an open eye. 
Which was before fliut, and I piltie him. 

lafp. I never heard 'mongft all your Romane fpiritE. ' 
That any held fo bravely up his head, 
In fuch a fea of troubles (that come rowling 
One on anothers necke) as Lotti doth, 
Hee puts the fpite of. Fortune to difgrace, 
And makes her, when (hee frownes worfl, tume her face. 

Pier. No more : 1 love him, and for all the Duke- 
Would not have cut fo Noble a fpreading Vine, 
To draw from it one drop of blood ; Lord Vanni, 
I ihanke you that you cur'd our wounded peace, 
So fare you well. Exit. 

Nice. A good health lo you both, I 

la/p. You play the Con'ftable wifely. 

Carg. And I his JJeadle, I hope as wifely. 

Nia>. The Conilabte wifely ; Cargo he calls me 
foole by craft, 
Bui let 'em pafle. 
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Carg. As Gtntle-men doe by Creditors (nnulTled) 

Nlio. 1 haue another cafe lo handle : ihou k.no\'ll 
the Donna Aiphonfina, of the Ncri Fainilie. 

Car^. The lit^e raraquinlo that was heere when 
the Duke 
Was feailed, Ihee had quick-Clver in her mouth, for 
Her tongue, like a Bride the firil night, never lay 
ftill. 

Nko. The fame Afpen-leafe, the fame ; is't not a 
Galley for 
The Great Turke to be row'd in 1 

Carg. I thinke my Lord, in calrae weathor, (hee 
may fet upon 
A Galiy-alf bigge as your Lordfhip. 

Nko. Commend rae to this An^lica. 

Carg. Ange/ica-wMei is good for a cold flomach. 

Mia. I am all fire. 

Carg. Shee's a cooler. 

Aw-p, Would 'twere come to that 

Cirg. A fmall thing does it my Lord ; in the 
time a 
Flemming drinkes a Flap-dragon. 

J^e. Give her this paper, and this ; in the one 
fhe may know my minde, in the other, feele me : this 
a. Letter, this a Iewi;U : 
Tell her, I kiffe the litde white nmle of her little 

white 
Finger, of her more little white hand, of her mod 
Little white bodie. 

Carg. Her tell-tale, for all this will T bee. 

A7cc, Thou haft, beene myweavers fhuttle to rutme 
betwixt me and my (\uiFes of Procreandi can/a. 

Carg. A luite of Stand- farther-oflj had bin better 
fometimes. 

Nicit- No Cargo, I have ftiill the Lapis mirabilis, 
be thou clofe — 

Carg. As my Ladies Chamber-maide. 

Nico. Away then, nay quick knave,- thou rack'ft 
mee. £xie. 
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Ciirg. I goe to ftrelch you to your full length. 



£n/fr locomo Gmtili, in a //life of gray, Vtivd' 
goione. Cap, Chainc, Sleumrd^ and Servin^nUH, . 
Mulio, Philippo, TornelU, Montindlo. 

Gent. Happy be your arivall. Noble friends ; 
Yoii are the firil, that like to Doves repaire 
To my new building : you are my firll-bomc guefts. 
My cklefl fonnes of hofpitalitie j 
Here's to ray hearty well comes, 

Mulio. Worthy Lord, 
In one word, and the word of one, for all, 
Our thankes are as your welcomes, Infinite. 

Phil. Rome in her Auncient pride, never rais'd up ■ 
A worke of greater wonder, then this building. 

Gent. 'Tis finifii'd, and the coa Oands on no 
fcore. 
None can for want of payment, at my doore, 
Curfe my foundation, praying the roofe may fall 
On the proud builders head, feeing the fmoake goe 
Out of thofe Chimneys, for whofe bricks I owe. 

Tor. To crefl a frame fo glorious, large, and hi^ 
Would draw a very fea of filver drie. 

Mont. My Lord locomo Gentili, pray tell us. 
How much money have you buried under this kingljr 
building 1 

Gent. Pray call it not fo : 
The humble ihrub, no Cedar heere (liall grow ; 
You fee Three hundred Dorick pillars (land 
About one fquare, Three hundred Noble friends 
Lay'd (in their loves) at raifing of thofe C<dumnei^ 
A piece of gold under each I'edeflall, 
With his name grav'd upon the botiome (lone. 
Except that cod, all other was mine owne ; 
See heere, each dayes expences are fo great, 
They make a volume, for in this appeares. 
It was no taske of weekes, or monetbs, but yeares: 
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I trufl my fteward onely with the key, 
UTiich keepes that fccret ; heere's Arithmetick 
For churles to cad up. there's the roote of all ; 
If you have skill in numbers, number thai. 

Mont. Good Mr. Steward read it. 

Stew. All the charge 

In the grofie fumme, amountelh to 

- Gent. To what ) 
Thou vaine vaine-glorious foole, goe burne that 

No Herald needs to blazon Charities Armcs ; 
Goe bume it prefenlly. 

Stevj. Burne it 1 Exit. 

Gent. Away, 
I lanch not forth a fhip, with drums and giinnes, 
And Trumpets, to proclaime ray gallantry ; 
He that will reade the wafting of ray gold, 
Shall find it writ in allies, which the winde 
Will fcalier ere he fpends it ; Another day. 
The wheele may tume, and I that built thus high, 
May by the ftomies of want, be driven to dwell 
In a thatch't Cottage ; Rancor fliall not then 
Spit poyfon at me, pinning on my backe 
This card ; He that fpent thus much, now does lack. 

Mont. Why to your houfe adde you fo many 
gates 1 

Gent. My gates fill up the number of feuen dayes, 
At which, of guells, (even feverall forts He welcome ; 
On Munday, Knights whofe fortunes are funke low; 
On Tuefday, thofe that all their life-long read 
The huge voluminous wonders of the deepe, 
Sea-men (I meane) and fo on other dayes, 
Others (hall take their lumes, 

Phi. Why have you then built twelue fuch vade 
roomes. 

Gent. For the yeares twelve moones ; 
In each of which, iwelue Tables iliall be fjiread ; 
At them, fuch whom ihe world fcornes, ihall be fed, 
The windowes of ray building, which each morae, 
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Are Porters, to let in mans comfort (light) 
Are nuinbrfd juft three huni^red (ixtie live, 
And in fo many dales the funne does drive 
His chariot (luck witli beames of Bumifh't gold, 
My Almes fliall fuch diuniall progrelTe make 
As doe's the funne in his bright Zodiatk. 

Tor. You differ from the guife of other laudS) 
Where Lords lay all their livings on the racke, 
Not (pending it in bread, but on the backe. 

Gent. Such Lords eate men, but men fhall e&te 
me, 
My uncle the Lord Abbot had a foule 
Subtile and quick, and fearching as the fier. 
By Magicke-Rayers he went as deepe as hell, 
And if in devills poiTefsiiin gold be kept, 
He brought fome fure from thence, 'tis hid in cuves 
Knowne (Cave to me) to none, and like a fpring 
The more tis drawne, the more it Hill doth rife. 
The more my heajie waftes, more it multiplies. 
Now whither (as mod rich men doe) he pawn'd 
His foule for that deare purchafc none can tell, 
But by his bed-fide when he faw death (land 
Fetching a deepe groane, me he catch't by th' hand 
Cal'd me his heire, and charg'd me well to fpend 
What he had got ill, deale (quolh he) a doale 
Which round (with good mens prayers) may guard I 

foule 
Now at her fetting forth ; let none feele want 
That knock but at thy gates : do wrong to none, 
And what requell to thee fo ear is made. 
If honell, fee it never be dena/d. 

Mont. And yow'le performe all thisi 

Gait. Faire & upright, 
As are the ftriifl vowes of an Anchorite : 
A benefit given by a Niggards liand 
Is dale and graviiy bread, the hunger-fterv'd , 

Takes it, but cannot eate it ; He give none fuch. 
Who with free heart (hakes out but cruras, gives mm 

Mont. In fuch a Ihip of worldly cares my Lord 



The Wonder of a Kingdoim. 235 

As you mufl faiie now in, jow'le need more Pilots 
Then your owtie felfe to fit and fteare the Helme, 
You might <!oe therefore well to take a wife ; 

Gent. A wife I when I fliall have one hand in 
heaven, 
To write my happineffe in leaves of (laires ; 
A wife wo'd plucke me by the other downe : 
ThisiBarhe halh thus long fail'd about the world, 
My foule the Pilot, and yet never lillen'd 
To fuch a Mare maids fong : a wife, oh fetters, 
To mans bled liberty ! All this world's a prifon, 
Heaven the high wall about it, fm the jalour, 
But the iron-iliackles waying down our hectes, 
Aie onely women, thofe light Angells tume us. 
To flefhly devills, I tlial Sex admire, 
But never will fit neere their wanton fier. 

Mut. AVho then (hall reape the golden corne you 
fowel 

Phi. Tis halfe a curie to them, that build, and 
fpare. 
And hoard up wealth, yet cannot name an heire, 

Gent. My heires (hall be poore children fed on 
almes, 
Souldiers that want limbes, fchoUers poore and 

fcorn'd. 
And thefe will be a fure inheritance ; 
Not to decay : Manners and Townes will fall, 
Lord-(hlps and Parkes, Failures and woods be fold, 
But this Land (lill continues to the Lord : 
No fiibtile trickes of law, can me beguile of this. 
But of the beggers-dilhe, I (hall drinke healthes 
To laft for ever ; whil'ft I live, my roofe 
Shall cover naked wretches ; when 1 die, 
Tis dedicated to St. Charitie. 

Mut The Duke inform'd, what trees of goodne(re 
grow 
Here of your planting, in true loue to your virtues ; 
S^it U8 to give you thankes, for crowning Fiorence 
With fame of fuch a fubje<fl, and entreats you 
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(Vntill he come himfelfe) to accept this token, "H 


Of his faire willies towards you. ^| 


' Gent. 


Pray returne ^H 


1 My duty 


to the Duke, tell him I value his love ^| 


1 Beyond 


11 Jewells in the worid. ■ 


1 Phi. 


H'as vow'd ere long to be your vifiunl. ^1 


} Gent. 


He Ihall be welcome when he comes, thafl 


' all; 


■ 


Not to a 


Pallace, but my hofpitall. ■ 


Omnei 


Wee'le leave your Lordlliip. ■ 


Gent. 


My befl thoughts goe with you : ^| 


My Steward ? H 


Enttr Steward, and ajbolijk Gentle-man. ^ 


Stew. 


Heere my Lord. ^| 


Gent. 


Is the Booke tired 1 ■ 


L Slew. 


.\s you commanded Sir, I faw it bum'd. j^k 


1 Gent. 


Keep fafe that lewell, and leave me ; leOei^l 


1 from whonne! ^H 


1 Suz. 


Si^ior leronimo Guydanes. j^H 


Gent. 


Oh Qr, I know the buiinelTe : yes, yes, 1^1 


' the fame; m 


Guidanes lives amongft my bofome friends : ^k 


1 He writes to have me enlertaine you fir. S 


Buz. 


Thai's the bough, my bolt flies at. my L« 


Gent. 


What Qualities are you furoifh't with 1 


' Bm. 


My Education has bin like a Gentle-inaa. 


Gent. 


Have you any skill in fong, or Inftrutneot 


But. 


As a Gentleman Ihoo'd have, I know al^ I 


play on 
Gent. 

guifti 

Buz. 


none : I am no Barber. , 
Barber ! no fir, I thinke it ; Are you a \i 


As a Gentleman ought to be, one tong 


lenies 


oe head ; I am no Pedler, to travell Coni 


tries. 




Gent. 


What skill ha' you in horfeman-(hip 1 , 


Buz. 


As other Gentlemen have, I ha' rid foioe 


beaOsir 


my Time 
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GmL Can you write and reade then T 

Bm%. As moll of your Gentle-meu doe ; my band 
ha§ bin 
Taken with my marks at it. 

Gent. I fee you are a dealer, give me thy hand. 
He entertaine thee howfoeuer, becaufe in ihee I keepe 
halfe a fcore Gentlemen ; thy name. 

Bus. Afmiiis Buzardo 

Gent. 1 entertaine thee, good Busardo. 

Bus. Thankes fir. 

Gent. This fellow's a ftarke foole, or loo wife. 
The triail will be with what wing he flies. Exit. 



AHus fccundus. Scmia prima. 



Enter Tibaldo ficke in his e/iaire, Alphonfina, Mutia, 
B/iiii/iJto, Torntlli, Montivellg. 

Mut. T N I^awes of courtefie, wee are bound fweete 

1 Lady, 
(Being thus nigh) to fee you and your brother, 
Our noble friend, iho' Ihc Duke had not feiit 

Aip, Thankes worthy fir. 

Bhii. Signior Tibaldo hath defire to fleepe. 

Tor. Then leave him, Companie offends the ficke. 

Alp. Our bumbled dutie to ray Lord the Duke ; 
If in my Brothers name, and mine, you tender 
For this his noble love, wee both (hall reft 
Highly indebted 10 you all, 

Mut. Sweete Madam, 
You fliall command our lives to worke your good. 
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Alp. Signior, your love. 
Omnes. All at your fervice MacJam, 
Mui. A quick, aod good health to your 
Brother, 

Alp. And all faire fortunes doubled on your felfe. 

So: me thinkes a. Lady had more need ha.ve \ 
new paire of lips, then a new paire of g!oves, for thtT 
they were both of one akinoe, yet one would w 
out fooner then the other; 1 thinke thcfc Courda 
have al offices in the Spicerie. And taking ray li 
for fweet-meates, are as fawcie with 'em as if they we 
Fees ; I wonder Tibaldo thou can 'ft fit ftill, and n 
come in for a (hare ; If old VannPs wife had b 
heere, all the parts about you had mov'd. 

Tib. Tliou thinlt'd I lie in, heere's fuch a gofllpim 
as if 'twere a Child-bed Chamber. 

Alp. So 'tis, for lie fweare, all this llirre is aboi 
having a woman brought to bed ; marry I doubt i 
mufl be a mans lying in, 

Tib. I would thy tongue were a man then, to lie. 

Alp. I had rather it were a woman, to tell tnietht 

Tib. Good fifter Alfkonfina, you ftill play 
The bad Phificion, I am all on tire, 
And you to quench mee, powre on fcoopes of oyle; 
I feele ten thoufand plummets at my heart, * ■ 

Yet you cry. Lay on more, and are more cruell 
Then all my tortures. 

Alp. SadneiTe, 1 pittie thee, 
And will to doc thee fervice venture life, 
Mine honour being kept fpotlelTe. 

Tib. Gentle fifter, 
The eafieft thing ith' world to begge, I ciave» 1 
And the poorell Almes to give. 

Alp. But aske and have. 

Tib. A friendly counfcll, loe that's alL 

Alp 'Tis yours. 
Be nii'd by me then ; in an aftiie fheete. 
Cover thefe glowing embers of defire. 
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7B. Embcra I I wo'd you felt em, 'tis a fire ^— 

Alp. Come, and fet banc! to jmper, He indite. 

Ttb. And Ihee'le condemne me; no, I will not 
write. 

Atp. Then prethee lake this Phifick ; be not the 
fea, to drinke ilrange Rivers up, yet (lill be drie ; Be 
like a noble ilreame, co\'et to runne bciwixt faire 
bankes, which thou may'ft call thine owne. and let 
thofe bankes he fome fatre Ladies armes, lit for thy 
youth, and birih. 

Tib. Againtl your channes, 
Witch, thus I (lop mine eares. 

Alp. He hollow them ; this Deere runnes in my 
Lords Parke, 
And if you (leale it, looke to have Blood-hounds 
fcent you. 

Tib. Are you mad 1 

Alp. Yes, you fliall finde venifon-iawce deerer then 
other fie(b. 

Tib. No, no. none elfe mud, none (hall, none can, 
My hunger feede but this ; downe will I dive. 
And fetch this Pearle, or nere come up alive 

Alp. Are all my worme cawdles come to this ? 
now I fee th'iut too farre gone, this Lady hath over- 
fpent thee ; therefore fettle thine elUte, plucke up a 
good heart, and He pen thy will, 

Tib, Oh fie, fie. 

Alp. Bequeath thy kiffes to forae Taylor, that 
hunts out weddings every funday ; Item. Thy fighes to 
a noyfe of fidlers ill paid, thy palenelfe to a Fencer 
fighting at Iharpe, thy want of ftomack to one of the 
Dukes guard. 

Tib. 1 begge it at thy hands, that being a woman, 
thoul't make a wonder. 



Enter Car^, 



Alp. What's that I 
Tib. Hold fhy tongue. 
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Alp. It's an Inilniment ever plaid on, cauCe 1 
ft mug, 
Who's that come into the Chamber there I Oh, 
Cargo. 

Carg. My Lord hath 1'ent you a lewell loclc't 
in this paper, and the moifture of a goofe quill, th~ 
to fay, words in tliat 

Alp. Oh fir, I thanke your Lord, and this y 

painesi have him into the Buttery let me 1 

Lady, that I love you, I dare fweare like a Lord 1 
fliall have oathes enough then) I fend you alt that 
mine, in hopes all Ihall bee mine that is yours, for 
Hands to reafon, that mine being yours, yours Ihoul 
bee mine, and yours being mine, mine lliould " 
yours. Love me, or I die, If I die, you kill me,. 
you kill rae, I will fay nothing, but take the blo 
patiently. I hold my life this Lord has bin bafUni 
do'd, out upon him ranimilh foxe, he ftanka hithec 
Prethee good Brother reade. 

Ttb. I wilL Rtadi 

Alp. Is't Gander moneth with hiral 
devill is my maydenhead blalled I (hat among fuc 
(hoales of Gallants, that fwim up and downe the Cour 
no fifh bites at the baite of my poore beautie, but tl ' 
tough Cods-head I 

Ti^. Oh fifter, peace for heavens fake ; heere lie 
health 
Even in this bitter pill (for me) fo you 
Would jjlay but ray Phifician, and fay, take it ; 
You are offered heere, to foioume at his houfe : 
Companion with his Lady. 

Alp. Sir, I have you. And I goeing vpon I 
weightie a bufineffe, as getting of chililren, you n 
ha' me pin you to my (leeve. 

Tib. Moa true. 

Alp. You care not fo I turne whore to plcafuie 
you. 

Tib. Oh Sifter, your hiyh worth is knowne ft 
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Gainfl bafe aJIaulc, a Fort Impregnable ; 

And thtreibre, as you love my life, ith' (prindge, 

Catch this old Wood-cocke. 

Alp. In the flame I'le findgc 
My wings, unleffe I put the candle out, 
That you i'th' darke may bring your hopes about. 
You have wonne me. 
Tth. You revive me. 
Alp. Have a care you cart not your felfe downe 

too foone now. 
TTi. I warrant you. 

Alp. As for my old Huck-flers artillery, I have 
walls of 
Challity (Irong enough fhoote he never fo hard, to 

kcepe him 
From making any breach. 

Tib. 'Twill be a noble-battaile on each fide ; 
Yet now my fpirits are rouzed, a ftraiageme 
Lies hatching heere, pray helpe me noble filler. 
To give it forme and life. 
Alp. My beO. 
Tib. What thinke you ) 
{The marke of man not yet fet in my face) 
If as your filler, or your kinf-woman, 
I goe in womans habit, for thereby, 
Speech, free acceffe, faire opportunity ; 
Are had without fufpition. 

Alp. Mine be your will ; 
Oh me ! what paines we take to bring forth 111 ? 
Such a difguife is fafe too, fince you never but once 
Were fcene there. 

T\b. My wife fitter ever. 

RtUer Car^. 

Alp. Send in the fellow there that brought the 
letter ; 
Why how now ? doc his leggs faile hira already 1 
A jlaffc for his declining age. 
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Carg. I have a pike-Aatfe of mine owne atreadjr. 
but I could not 
Keep out your fcurvy defperate hoggf-head botsi 

coming 
In upon me, I'me cut i'th' cockfcombe. 

Alp. Nothing I Tee is To like an old-man, as a youn^ 
man drunk e. 

Carg. Or when he comes from a wench. 
Alp. Before he beare your anfwer let him lleep, 
Tib, Whil'll you laugh at what I couid almoft' 
weepe. £xitl 

Enter Angclo. like a DoHor, Eaptijla, 
his mau. 

Ang. Deare friend, I fhould both wrong my faith 
& fortunes, ' 

To make 'em thus dance Antickes ; I Ihall never 
play the diffembler. 

Jiapt. Then neuer play the Louer ; 
Death t for a woman, I'de be fleade alive, 
Could I but finde one conilant ; i'll fuch a matter 
For you then to put on a Dodlours-gowne, 
And his flat velvet-Cap, and fpeake the gibbering 
Of an Apothecary. 

A>ig Ifthusdifguifd 
I'me taken, all the phificke in the world 
Cannot prolong my life. 

£apl. And dying for her, 
You venture bravely, all women o're your grave 
Will pray that they fo kinde a man may have. 
As to die for 'em ; fay your banifhment 
Had borne you hence, what hells of difcontent. 
Had rack'd your foule for her, as hers for you 1 
Should you but faint, well might you feeme untrue. 
Where this attempt your loyalty ihall approve, 
Who ventures fartheil wiiins a Ladies-love. 

jJwf. How are my beard and haire ) 

£apt. Friend I protefl. 
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So rarely counterfeit, as if a painter 
Should draw a Dodcur ; were I ficke my felfe, 
And met yoti with an urinall in my hand, 
I'de caft it at your head, unleffe you cafl 
The water for me, come, all's pafsing well ; 
Love which makes pale the cheeks, gives you com- 
plexion. 
Fit for a fallow French-man. 

Ang. I will on then. 
In France I long haue liv'd, And know the Garbe 
Of the French- M ounte- ban kes, whofe apil^i geflure. 
Although in them I hold ridiculous. 
My felfe rhall praCtife. 

Bapt For a Doclours-man, 
You fee I'me fitted, foote by foote I'le watke, 
and meete all dangers fent againll your bread. 

Ang. I thanke thee noble friend ; let's then to 
court. 
The pangs a lover fuffers are but Ihort. Exit. 

Enter Fkrttui, Pi/a, NUolletto. Pkilippo, TmcUo, 
Pia-Q, met by an old Nurfe. 

M0- How now Nurje, how does my Fiamelta i 

Nurf. Oh my fweete Lord, ihees at it ageo, at it 
ageni 

Flo. Who are with her ? call for more helpe. 

Nurf. More helpe 1 alas there's my Lady Vanrn 
with her, and Ladies upon Ladies, and Doflours upon 
Do<5lours, but all cajinot doe, 

Pifa. How does it take her Nurfe ) 

Surf. Oh fweete Princeffe, it takes her all over 
with a pricking; firft about her (lomack, and then 
fhe heaves, and heaves, that no one man with all his 
weight, can keepe her downe. 

Pitr. At this I wonder, that her fickneffe makes 
her Doiflours fooles, 

Nk. He that Ihe findes moll eafe in, is Dr. 
Ionian. 
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Flo. I will give halle my Duke-dome for her 

health. 

Nic. Well, well, If fleath do take her, he (hall have 
the fweetefl bed-fellow that ever lay by leane m; 
fide. 

Mo, I entreate thee Nurfe be tender over her. 

Nurf. Tender quoth a? I'me fure my heeles are 
growne as hard as hoofes, with trotting for her, Fle- 
put you in one comfort. 

J-'h. What's that Nurfe ? 

Nurf. In her greatetl confliifl fh'as had a worthy 
feeling of her Telfe. Exit. 

Flo. So, ff>, I'me glad of it my Lord of Pija. 
Vnder this common blow, which might have (Irooke 
the ilrongeil heart, here pray doe not you fhrioka 

Pifa. Sickues is lifes retainer. Sir, and I 
(What is not to be (hun'd) beare patiently ; 
But had (he health as found as hath the fpring, 
She ivo'd to me prove fickly Autumne dill. 

Fto. Oh fay not fo. 

Pif. I finde it, for being loyal!. 
As the touch-needle to one (larre (till turning, 
I loofe that llarre, my faith is paid with fcoming. 
Who then with eagles wings of faith and truth, 
\V'ud in her fun-beames plaie away his youth. 
And kiffe thofe flames, which burne but out mine 

eyes, 
With fcalding rivers of her cruelties ) 

Flo. 'Tis but her way-ward ficknes calls this eye 
of llightnes on you. 

Pis. 'Tis my Lord her hate ; 
For when death fits even almoft on her browes, 
She fpreads her armes abroad, to welcome him, 
When in my bridall-bed 1 finde a grave. 

/&. Now Mutio 1 

Enter Mutio. 
Milt. There's a French-man come to cour 
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A profed Do<flour, that has feen the Princefle, 
And will on her recovery pawne his life. 

^T. Comfort from heaven, I hope, let's fee this 
Uoftour. 

Enter Angdo like a Dolour, Baptijh his matt. 

fh. Welcome good Dodlour: have you feen my 
daughter ? 
Reflore her health, and nothing in my Duke-dome, 
Shali be loo deare for thee, how doe you ludge hert 

Ang. Be me trat mc Lord, 1 finde her a very bad 
lady, d no well 

Fio. Piero lake the Duke of Pifa pray and be your 
fillers vilitants. 

Piero. Sir we (hall, if the Duke pleate 

Pifa. The poyfoned may drinke gall. Exit. 

Flo. Attend the Diike. 

Enier Cargo, ■uiUh a letter. 

Car^. The party Sir, 

Nio). Thou (halt have Ciefars pay — my Coach. 
Car. Old January goes to lie with May. Exit. 

Pio. Doctor I thus have fingled you, to found 
The depth of my girles ficknes, that if no skill 
Of man can fave her, I againll heavens wili. 
May arme my breall with patience, therefore be 
free. 
Ar^. By my tra' and fa' my Lor', me no point can 
play 
The hound, and fawne upon de laoQ. pui(fanl Eoy in 

de world ; 
A French-raan bcare the brave miode for daL 
Flo. So, i;o, I like him better. 
Atig. Me gra tanke you, now for de tnaladie of de 
Princeffe, 
Me one two, tre time, feele her pulfe, and ron up and 
downe all 
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De Oder parts of her body, and finde noting 

but dai 
She be trobia with le gran defire of de tnan. 

Fio. A great defire of a man ? 

An^. A my trai 'tis veramert, (be longa to 
fome ling in Love upon le geiiilt; home. 

Flo. Doiflor thou hit'll her heart, 'tis there (hce'l 
wounded, 
By a poyfoo'd Arrow, fhot from a villaines hand ; 
One Angela of the Lotii Familie, 
And till that head be pluckt out, (bee will pine, 
Vnleffe controul'd by fome deepe Art of thine. 

Ang. All tings polTibela me fall undergoe, mee 
read Gallm, Hipocratus, Avian, but no point c 
peeke out le remedie for de Madam in de bryais 
love. 

/&. No medicine you fay in any of them : 
Love. 

Ang. Ay me, tral not worth 3 lowfe, oncly tn mjr 
perigrination about le grand gloabe of de world, 
find out a fine trick for make a de man, and Voman 
doe, dat is tickla in love. 

Flo. The man and the woman doel bow do^ 
how doe ? 

Ang. To be cura, and all whole, Admirable 
veil. 

Flo. As how pray ? 

Ang, Me have had under my fingera, many brave 
lench, and moH Noble geude Dames, dat have ' 
much troubla, upon de wilde vorme in de taile 
de man. 

Mo. Very good. 

Ang. And bee my tra my Lord, by experement 
me iinde dat de heart of de man ; you underflanda' 
me. 

Flo. Yes, yes, the heart of the man. 

Ang. Wee wee, de heart of de man being all dry 
as peppera. 
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Fk. So fo. 

Ang. And rub upon de tmg (vat you call it) fall 
make it moulder all to crumble and dull. 

mo. Oh, oh, a Grater. 

Ang. Ee by my tra you fay veil, rub a de mans 
dry An upon de Grater, and drinke de powder in de 
pot le Vine, by de Gentle-voman, and by gais-blor, 
flie prefentamently kick up de heele at de man (he 
lova. 

Flo. Excellent. 

Ang. No point more remembra, but cry out le 
French poo upon le varlet. 

Flo. So (hee will hate her lover. 

Ang. Be-gar, as my felfe hate le puz-cat, cry mew 
at my (hin ; antl vill have de romblitig a de gut, for 
de other gentle home. 

Flo. Thou corn'fl, up clofe to me now, my brave 
Doflor. 

Aug. Be-gar me hope fo, and derfore my Lord 
apply le defperate Medicine, to le perilous maladie, 
and have dis Angela be cut in de troate, and be man- 
flaughtered. 

Flo. You then advife me to have Angela (laine. 

Ang. Wee. 

Flo. And then to have my daughter drincke his 
heart. 

Ang. Wee, wee. 

Flo. Grated and dried, and fo 

Ang. Wee, wee, wee, 

Ho. I wo'd I grip'd it fart now in this hand, 
And eat it panting hot, to teach a peafant 
To climbe above his being, Dodlor, hee dies. 

Aag. Knocka de pate downe be-gar. 

Flo. Bui Hay, ftay, hee's fled Florence; It will 
bee 
A worke to find him firll out, and being found, 
A taske to kill him : for our Gallants f]Deake 
Much of his worth ; The vatlel is valiant. 
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Ar^. No matera for dat : for two tree foura 
crown e, dar be 
Rafcalls fall nin him in on debacke-fhide. 

Flor. He fliall be fought for, and being found, he 
ilies. 
Ang. Pray my lor" fuffera le Princeflc and me for 
be in private, 
Le Dodlor ufes for toucha doe Ooman — 

Flo. Doc, (o, whil'ft I for Angclaa death ufe 
fpeede, 
For till I have his heart, mine owne niuft bleede. 

Enter Bapajla. 

Ang. Oh my Baptifla. 

Jiapt. I have heard the thunder aym'd at your life. 

Afig. And it will itrike me dead. 
With a moll foddaine and Invifible blowe. 

Bapt. Now that you fee his vengeance apt to faM,- 
Flie from it. 

Ang. How ? 

Bapi. By fayre, and free acceUe, 
Open your dangers to your Miftris eyes, 
Where ftiee llarke mad, fo Ihe be mad for love, 
You'le bring her to her witls, if wifely now 
You put her into th' way ; Gold bar'd with locks, 
Is beil being llolne ; lleale her then, 

Ang. 'Tis but a wracke at moil, 
Oh on what boillerous Seas is Tnie love tofl ! Exeunt, 
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AHus Tertius. Sccsna prima. 



TVumpets founding. Enter an VJJur bare, perfum- 
ing a rogme, Signier Ibrrenti gar^oufly attyred, a 
company of Gailanls. 

Tor. 'T^His Roome fmells. 

J^ I. Gal. It has bin new perfum'd. 

Tor. Then 'tis your breeches, (land off— and (bines 
there (fay you) a Sun in our horizon full as glorious, 
as we our felfe t 

2. Cal. So cry the common people. 

Tor. The common people are Rafcalls, lying 
devil Is, 
Dung-hills, whofe favor poifons brave mens fames, 
That Ape of greatneffe (imitating mee) 
I meane that flavilh Lord lacomo 
Shall die a beggar, If at the yeares end, 
His total! of expence dares equall mine; 
How is his houfe built ) 

r. Gal. Admirable faire. 

Tor. Faire ? He guild mine (like Pompey's Theater) 
All ore to out-lhine his ; the richeft hangings 
Perjlan, or Turke, or Indian flaves can weave. 
Shall from my purfe be bought at any rates ; 
He pave my great hall with a floare of Clowdes, 
Wherein (hall move an artificiall Sunne, 
Reflefling round about me, golden beames, 
Whofe flames (hall make the roome feeme all on fire, 
And when 'tis night, juil as (hat Sun goes downe, 
A filver Moone (hall rife, drawne up by (larres, 
And as that moves, I landing in her Orbe, 
Will move with her, and be that man ilh' moone. 
So mock't in old wives tales ; then over head, 
A roofe of Woods, and Forells full of Deere, 
Trees growing downwards, full of fmging quiers, 
And this i'le doe that men with prayfe, may crowne 
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My fame, for turning the world upfide downc ; 
And what brave gallants are Gentilies guelles? 

I, Gal. The Lord lacomo Gentiii teeAs 
All Beggars at his Table. 

Torr. Hang laeomo. 
My boarde (halbe no manger for poore jades 
To lick up provinder in. 

3. Gai- He welcomes fouldiers. 
Tor. Let fouldiers beg and (lanie, or fleale and 

haJige. 
Wo'd r had heere ten thoufand Souldiors heads, 
Their fculs fet all in filver. to drinck healthes 
To his confufion, firrt invented warre, 
And the health drunclc to drowne the bowles i'lh Sea, 
That very name of Souldior, makes rae lliru^, 
And thinck I crawle with vermin ; give me Lutes, 
Mifchiefe on drumms, for fouldiors ; fetch rae whon 
Thefe are mens bliffe ; thofe every Kingdomes foan 
Wee gave in charge 10 fearch through all the world 
For the bell Cookee, rareft mufitians, 
And faired girles, that will fell finne for gold. 

I. Gal. Some of all forts you have. 

Tor. Let me have more 
Then the grand Signior, And my change as rare. 
Tall, low, and middle fize, the browae, and faire 
Ide give a Princes ranfome now to kiffe 
Blacke Ckopatra's cheeke ; Onely to drinke 
A richer perle, then that of Anthonya, 
That Fame (where his name (lands) might put down 

Oh that my mother had bin Paris \Vhore, 
And I had liv'd to fee a Troy on fire, 
So that by that brave light, 1 might have danc'd 
But orie LavaJto with ray Curtezan. 

Enter fourth Gallant. 

4. Gal. Palteme of all perfeiflion breath'd in ma^ 
There's one without, before your Excellence 
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Defires acceile. 

Tor What creature % 

4. Gal- Vour owne brother. 
At lead hee tertnes himfelfe fo. 

Tar. Is he brave I 

4. Gal. Hee's new come from Sea, 

Tor. 'Tis true, that lafon 
Rig'd out a Fieete to fetch the Golden-Fleece ; 
Tis a brave boy, all Elementall fire, 
His Ihipps are great with Child of Turkijh Trea- 

And heere (hall be delivered ; mariliall him in 

Like the feas proud commander give our charge 

Omnes. Sound drums, and trumpets, for my Lord 
away. 

' VJher kirn in Bare and ragged. At which Torrenti 

Jlarti, his hat Jails off, offer it him. 

Torr. Thou whorfon pefant, know me, biime that 
wind-fall, 

It comes not to my head thai drops fo low, 

Another. 

I . Gail. Hatts for ray Lord . 

Hatfs brought in j,. or 4. 
Torr. It fmells of earth, flood it againe fo high, 
My head would on a dung-hill feeme to lie. 
How now ) what Icar-crow's this 1 

Broth. Scar-ciow 1 thy brother. 
His bloud cleare as thine owne, but that it fmoakes 

With perfum'd fiers as thine dotb. 

Torr. Has the poore fnake, a Ring ; can he hiffe 1 
What beggs the rogue forT 

Broth. Vengeance 
From the juft ihundeter to throw Lucifer downe ; 
How high fo ever thou reared thy Babe! lb row es, 
To thy confufion I this language fpeake : 
I am thy fathers fonne. 
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Torr. Ha, ha, ihe Skipj)cr raves. 
Broth. The aw'd Venetian on SL Marka proud 
day. 

Never went forth to marry the rich-fea, 

With calling in her lapp a ring of gold ; 

In greater bravery then my felfe did freight, 

A fleete of gaQant youtbfull Florentinrs, 

All vow'd to refcew Rhodes, from Tiirkifli-flaveiy : 

We went and vfaded up in our owne bloods. 

Till mod of us were drown'd. 

Torr. Faire riddance on you. 

BrotA. Where fuch a Peacock durfl not fprcad h 
plumes J 
We fought, and thofe thai fell left Monuments 
Of unmatch't valour to the whole race of man. 
They that were ta'ne, {mongfl whom my felfe wi 

chiefe) 
Were three yeeres chain'd up to the tugging o're. 
See here the reli^fls of that mifery, Chaina. 

If thou wQ'd'll know more, reade it on my backe. 
Printed with the BuUs-peezele. 

Torr. Hang the dogge. 
What telleft ihou mee of PeezelesT 

Broth. 'Tis thy brother tells thee fo, note me. 

Torr. I know thee not ; 
Set maftives on him, worry him from my gates, 

Broth. The firll unhappy breath I drew, xao^i, 
he ere, 
And here I'le fpend my lafl, e're brav'd from hence, 
Heere Tie have meate and cloaths. 

Torr. Kick the curre out 

Bro. Who dares ) 
Take from that (umpter-horfes backe of thine. 
Some of thofe gaudie trappings to cloathe mine, 
And keepe it from the keene aire, fetch me food, 
You fawning fpaniells. 

I- Gail. Some fpirit of the buttery. 

3. Gat!. It (hould be by his ^hunger. 

Broth. I am ftarv'd, 
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Thirfly, and pinde to ih' bare bones, hcere, I'le eate 

Owne fcorneful board, on thine owne irieate, or teare 

it from 
Thy throale as 'tis chewing downe. 

Torr. rie try that ; if my dinner be prepared 
Seme me in my great flale along'ft this way. 
And as you pafle, two there with piflolls (land 
To kill that ravenous Vulture ; if he dare tliruil his 

tallents 
Forth to make one difh his prey. Exeunt all. 

Broth. Now view my face, and tho' perhaps you 
fham'd 
To owne (o poorc a brother, let not my hearC-ftrings, 
In funder cracke, if we now being lone, 
You flill dlfdaine me. 

Torr. Wretch I know thee not, 
And loath thy fight! 

Broth. Slave, thou fhalt know me Aem ; 
ric beatc thy braines out with my Gally-chaine. 

Torr. Wilt murther thine owne brother) 

Broth. Pride doth it (eife confound, 
What with both hands the Devili flrove to have 

bound. 
Heaven with one little finger hath untyed. 
This proves ihai thou maiert fall, becaufe one blafl 
Shakes thee already, feare not, I'le not take 
The whip out of your hand and tho' thou break'ft 
Lawes of humanitie, and brother-hood ; 
lie not doe foe, but as a begger (hould 
(Not as a brother) knock I at the gate 
Of thy hard heart for pitty to come forth. 
And iooke upon my wretchednes, A Ihot Knetla, 

Toore to the keele that gaily where I row'd ; 
Sunke her. the men (laine, I by dyving fcaped, 
And fat three leagues upon a broken mafl, 
- Wafli't with the tilt tearea of the Sea, which wept. 
In pitty, to behold my mifery. 

Torr. Pox on your, tany mifery. 
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Brglh. And when heavens blell-hand hal'de tne tl 
a flioore 
To dry my wet-lirabes, was I forc'd to fire, 
A dead mans flraw-bed ihrowne into the ftreete. 

Torr. Foh, th'ait infe<5liou3. 

Brolh. Oh remember this ! 
He that does good deeds, here wails at a Table. 
Where Aiigells are his fellow fervitours. 

Terr. I am no Robb in-red- bread lo bring (Irawes 
To cover fuch a coarfe. 

Broth. Thou art tum'd devill, j 



Trumpets found. Enter an arm'i/ fewer, after him a 
company with covered dilhes : Coronas oh rt<V< 
heaiis. Two with pifloUs to guard it. 

Tor. \Vhere's thy great (lomack, eat, Hand, let 

him choofe 

What dilh he likes. fnatches a pirtoll : all flye oft 

Broth. This then which lie can'e up 
On thy bafe bofome, fee thou Trj-viall foole. 
Thou art a Tyrant (o're me) of (hort reigne, 
This cock out crow's thee, and thy petty kings, 
Th'art a proud bird, but flieft with rotten wings ; 
To fhew how little for thy fcome I care. 
See my revenge turn's all to idle^aire, Shootts u^. 

It upward Hies and will from thence I feare 
Shoote darts of lightning to confound thee heere. 
Farewell thou huge Leviathan, when th'aft drunk dry. 
That Sea thou rowl'll in, on fome bafe (hore dye. 



Enter Gallants all dramne. 

Omnis. Where is the Traitor J 

Tor. Now the houfe is fiered. 
You come to cad on waters ; bane up ruy doores, 
But one fuch tattered enfigne here being fpread, 
Drawes numbers hither, here maft no rogues be fed ; 
Command my carpenters invent od engines 
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To manacle bafe beggers, hands and feete, 
And by my name call 'em my whipping pods; 
If you fpye any man that has a looke, 
Stigmatically drawnc, like to a furies, 
(Able 10 fright) to fuch I'le give large pay. 
To watch and ward for poore fnakes night and day, 
And whip 'em foundly if ihey approch ray gates ', 
The poore are but the earths-dung lit lo he 
Cover'd on muck-heapes not lo offend the eye. 

Enter i. Gal. 

r. Gall. Two Gentlemen fent from the Fioratce 
Duke, 

Require fpeech with your Lord-fliip- • 

Torr. Give'm entrance. 

Enter Mutio, Pkilippo. 

What are you 1 and whence come you 1 

Mut. From the Duke. 

Tor. Your bufmeffe 1 

Mut. This, fame founding forth your worth 
For hofpitable princely houfe-keeping ; 
Our Duke drawne by the wonder of report, 
Invites himfejfe (by us) to be your guell. 

Tor. The honour of Emballadors be yours ; 
Say to the Duke that Cafar never came. 
More welcome to the Cap) toil of Jioine, 

Then he to us healthes to him fill rich 

wines. 

Mut. You have this wonder wrought, now rare to 
raenj 
By you they have found the golden age agen. 

Tcr. Which I'le uphold, fo long as there's a funne, 
To play the Akhymijl. 

Phil. This proud fellow talkes 
As if he grafped the Indies in each hand. 

Torr. Health to your Duke. 
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Amb. We pledge it on our knees, 

Tor. I'le Hand to what 1 do, but knecle to nona 

Muficke, drinck, breake the glaffe, they pk/ige U in pic 
( Which offering, both fervitouri rejuje to lake. 

Tor, Breake not our cuftome (pray ye) with c 
beame, 
The god of mettailes makes both gold and wine 
To Imitate whofe greatnefle ; If on you 
I can bellow Wine, I can give gold too, 
Take them as free as Bacchin fpends his blood ; 
And in them drinke our health. 

Mai. Your bounty farre 
Exceeds that of our Cafars. 

Tor. Ci^far ero, vel nihil ero ; 
What are Gold heapes 1 but a rich duft for Rings 
To fcaiter with their breath, as chaffe by winde ) 
Let hira then that hath gold, beare a K'ngs minde, 
And give till his arme akes, who bravely powres 
But inio a wenches lap his golden ihowres, 
May be loues equall, oh but hee that fpends 
A world of wealth, makes a whole world his debter. 
And fuch a Noble fpender is loves better ; 
That man He be, I'me Alexanders heirc 
To one part of his minde, I wi(h there were 
Ten Worlds, yet not to conquer, but to fell 
For Alpine hUls of filver, And that I 
Might at one feail, fpend all that treafure drie j 
Who hoards up wealth, is bafe ; who fpends it, bra.v( 
Earth breeds gold, fo I tread but on my flave; 
Beare backe our gratulations to your Duke. 

Anih. Wee (hall great fir. 

Mut. Torrenti call you him ; 'tis a prowd rou^ 
(Ireame. 

Fhii. Hee's of the Romane Family indeede. 

Mul. Lord Vamii% ralher my Lord VanitU. 

Phil. And heapes of money fure haue llnicke h 



The Wonder of a Kiitgdomc. 257 

Mut. Hee'lc foone picJt up his witts, lei him but 

bleeiie 
Thus many ownces at one time ; All day 
Could I drinke thefe deare healthes, yet netc be 
drunlce. 
Phil. And carry it aw.iy moft cleanely. 
Mill. Not a pin the worfe ; 
What might his lather leave him J 

Phil. A great eflale, 
Of fome 300000 Crownes a yeare, 

Mttt. Strange hee'a not begg'd, for fooles are now 
grown e deare ; 
An admirable Cocks-combe 1 

Phi. Let wonder pade, 
Hce's both a brave L^ird, and a golden Atte. Exit. 

A Bid difcovered, Fyatnetla upon it. Enter tioo Dukes, 

Piero, Gallants, Nurfe, Loila, Angelo, EtifliJIa, ut 
' anica Fyametta. 

Ang. I pray you hufh all, a little huth, le faire 
Lady by her owne volunter difpofuion, has take a ling 
dat is of fuch a grand operation, it Ihall make a de 
flone for ilepe. 

Flo. What, Noble Doiflor, is the name of it 1 

Ang' 'Tis not your fcurvie Englifh Poppy, nor 
Mandragon, nor a ting To tlanger as Oppiuin, but 
tis de brave ting a de voild, for knock a dc braine 
alleepe. 

Pifa. 1 am glad (hee lakes this reft- 

Aiig. Peace, be gorit is fnore and fnore, two mile 
long ; now if your grace viU pieafe for procure Mufick, 
be rellore as brave as de fifh. 

FU'. Call for the Muficke. 

Ang. Makea no noife, but bring in de Fidlers, and 
play fwect — 

Nicoi Oh out upon this Do(5tor ; hang him, docs 
he thinke to cure deje*^ed Ladies with Fidlers 

Ang. De gratid French poo (lopa de troate, pray 
void le Shambera. 
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Flo. All, all part foftly ; peace NurTe, let 
(Icepe, 

Nurf. 1, 1, go out of her profpefl, for fliee's a 
to bee cur'd witii a fong. £ 

Ang. BaptUla, fee the doore fafl, watch thai t 
rowiy. 

Bapt, For one friend to keepe doore for another, 
the office now amongft gallants, common as the Laid 
lie bee your porter Sir. 

Ang. Shec does but (lumber, F'tametta, Love. 

Fia. The Pifan Prince comes : daggers at 1 
heart. 

Ang. Looke up, I am not hee, but Angdo ( 

Fia. Ha 1 who names Angela I 

Ang. Angelo himfeife. 
Who with one foote treads on the throat of death, 
WhiHl t'other ftepps to embrace thee, thus i'th lha{>ei 
Of a French Doaor. 

Fya. Oh my life, my foule, 

Ang. Heare me. 

Fya. Ime now not Ccke, He have no Phificke, 
But what thy felfe (hall give mee. 

Ang. Let not loy confound our happineffe, I a 
but dead. 
If it be knowne 1 am heere. 

Fya. Thou (halt not hence. 

Ang. Be wife deare heart ; fee here the bed ( 
men, 
Failhfull Baptitla 

Fya. Oh, I love Baptijla, 
Caufe he loves thee ; But my Angelo I love boVI 
kings. 

Bapt. Madam you'le fpoile, 
Vnlefle you joyne with us in the fafe plot 
Of our efcape, 

Ang. Sweete Fyamctta heare me, 
For you (hall hence with us. 

I^a. Over ten worlds. 
But He not hence; my An^lg Ihall not hence. 
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Fya. 
Flo. 
Fya. 
Flo. 
Fya. 



True love, like gold, is beft being tried in fire ; 

He defie Father, and a thoufand deaths — for thee 

ICnock withiti. 
Ang. Vndone, vndone. 
Bapt, At the Coun gate, 
I fee a lebbit already to hang's both ; 
Death ! the Duke beates at the doore. 

Fya. He fhall coine in ; Enter Omtia. 

One frowne at thee, my Tragedie Ihall begin ; 

See FatheT 

]Ro. I told you that I heard — her tongue — 
See Father. 
What fweete girle t 

That's Ait^elo, and you Ihall pardon him. 
With all my heart 

fays hee pardons thee with all his 
heart, 

Ang. Mee Lor, be all mad, le braine crowe, and 
run whirabout like de windmill faile, pardona raoy, 

eir quoy ray fweete Madam, pardon your povera 
O^r. 

Fya. Becaufe ihou art my banith't Angela. 

Flo. Surke mad. 

Pifa. This her recoverie J 

Fya. Hee is no Dofflor, 
Nor that his man, but his deare fiiend Baptijla ; 
Has black' C his beard like a Comcediaa 
To play the Mountibanke ; away, He marry 
None but that DoClor, and leave Angela. 

Ang. I doe pray Artely, Madam. 

F^a. Leave off thy gibberiihe, and I prethce 

Thy Native language. 

Ang, Par-ma-foy all French be-gor (hee be mad as 
the moone. 

Flo. Sweet girle, with gentle hands fir, take het 
hence. 

Fya, Stand from mee, I mud follow Angela. 
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Pifa. Thine eyes drinke Ileepe from the fweet vfA 

ofreO. 
Fya- Oh, you flioote poyfon'd arrowes thorow my 

' breafl.. 

Manmi Fli>rmce, Angeio, BapHJla. 

Flo. What flrange new furie now poflctTtth hert 

Aii^. Begar her Imaginalhon ^e out a de vitts^ 
and fo dazell de two nyes, <tnd come domie to into 
dc bellie, and poflibla for make her tink mee or you 
to be le (hentle-man (hee lovea, and fo (hee takea my 
man for a lack-a-nape, mee know not who. 

Bapt For one BaptiJIa. 

Aug. Povera garftion a ma tral. 

Fh>. I doe beleeve you boih ; but honeR Do€lor, 
Straine all thy Art, and fo lliou leave her well, 
I care not if you call up feinds from hell. 

Ang. Dar be too much devill in de body all 
ready be my trat my Lor, mee no flay heere for 
ten hundred hundred Coronaes, llie cry upon race 'tis 
Mafter Angela, you tink fo not one and two time, but 
a tyrd time, you fmella me out ; And fo cutta my 
troate ; adue my Lor. 

FJo. Still your opinion holds to kill that villaine. 
And give her his heart dried. 

Aii^. In de pot a vine, wee, very fine. 

Flo. This gold lake for thy i>aines to make her 
fownde. 
There needs a defperate cure to a defperate wounde. 
Exit. 

Aug. How blowes it now ) 

Bapl. Faire, with a profperous gale, 

Ang. Poore love, thou Hill art ftrucke with thine 
owne fate ; 
My life hangs at a thred, friend I mud flie. 

Bapt. How, to be fafe) 

Aug. I will take fandluaiy, 
I know a reverend Fryar, in whofe cell 
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He lurkt till (lormes blow ore ; If women knew 
Hliat men feele for ihem, None their fcomes (liould 

Enter Tibalde in Womans attire, Alphonfimi. 

Alph. Is'l come to this, have the walls of the 
CaftJe beene befieged tlius long, lieo open for a 
breach ; and dare you not 

Give fier lo once piece ? oh y'ar a proper foldyor, good 
Siller, brother follow your game more clofe, or i'lc 
leave yoiL 

Tib. What wu'd you have me doe ? 

Alp. Why I would ha' you (tho' you be in womans 
apparrell) to be your fdfe a man, and do what you 
come for. 

Tib. I have bin giving her a thoufand on fetts, 
And llill a blulhing cheeke makes me retire ; 
I fpeake not three words, but my tongue is ready 
To aske forgivenes of her. 

Alp. Mutl thou needs at thy firft encounter tell 
her thou art a man, why when you walke together, 
cannot you begin a tale to her, with once upon a 
time, there was a loving couple that having tyred 
themfelves with walking, fat downe upon a banck, 
and kifl, and embraced, and piaid, and fo by degrees 
bring the tale about lo your owne purpofe. Can you 
not ? he, you are the worfl at thcfe things Sir. 

Tib. I am fifter indeed. 

Alp. And the more foole you indeed i you fee 
how the old (linking fon her husband is ftil rubbing 
roe as if I had the palfy, He not have his wither'd 
hands (which are as moift as the fide of (lock-fifli) lye 
pidling in my bofome, therefore determine fome thing, 
or farewelL 

Tib. I have deare fifler, if you will but heare me. 

Alp. Come on, out with't then. 

Tib. Give jou the old man promife of your love. 
And the next night appoint liim for your bed ; 
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Rap'd with joy, he'le feigne bufinelTe of flate, 
To leave his lady, and to lie alone. 

Alp. Very good, 

Tib. Then my requeft dial! be, that for thai 
nigh I 
She would accept me for her bed-fellow, 
And there's no queflion Giler of the grant, 
Which being Injoy'd I doubt not but to manage 
And carry all fo even on levill ground, 
That my offence fliall in my love feemc drownde. 

Alp. The clocke for your burmeffe thus far goes 
true, but now for me, what (hall 1 do with the old cock 
in my Rooft I 

77*. Sider, you have fome triclte (no doubt) to 
keepe 
Him withm compafle. 

Alp. No not I, beleeve me, 1 know not what to 
doe with him, unleflc I (honld give him a little Amx 
I'omica, to make him Deep away the night, but brother, 
to pleafure you. He venter a joyrte, and yet it troubles 
me too, that I (hould prove a Traylor to ray fex, 
I doe betray an Innocent Lady, to what ill I know 

But Love the author of it wil I hope 

Turne it quite otherwife, and perhaps it may be 

So welcome to her as a courtefie. 

Tih. I doubt not but it fliall. 

Alp. We nothing can, 
Vnlefle nian woman helpe, and woman man. Exeunt. 
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Trumpets founding. Enter Torrenti very brave, be- 
tweene the two Dukes, attended by all the Courtiers, 
wondring at his eoflly habit. Enter a mask, 
women in flrang habitts. Dance. Exit. He 
gives Jewells, and ropes of pearle to the Duke ; and 
a chaine of gold to every Courtier. Exit. Niih&- 
letti and he flay. 

Nic. ' I ■"Hou art my noble kinfman, and but thy 

Y mother 

(Vpon ray foule) was chad I rtiould beleeve 
Some Emi)eror begot ihee. 

Tor. Why pray Vncle I 

Nico. Suppofe all kingdomes on the earlh were 
bails. 
And that thou held'fl a racket in thy hand, 
To toffe 'em as thou wu'd'R, how wo'dft tliou playl 

Tor. Why 1 as wiih balls, ban(!y 'em quite away. 

Nia. A tennes-court of kings could do no more ; 
But feith what doell thou thinke, that 1 now think. 
Of thy this days expence 1 

Torr. That it was brave. 

Nico. I thinke thee a proud vaine-glorious brag- 
ging knaue, 
That golden wombc thy father left fo full, 
Thou vulture-like eat'il thorough: oh heeres trim fluffe ; 
A good-irjans Hate, in Gartyres, flriugs and ruffe ; 
Haft not a faffron fhirt on too ? I feare th'art 
Troubled with the greene-Ccknes, ihou look'il wan. 

Tor. With anger at thy fnarling mufl my hoafe 
Match your old greafy cod-piece ? 

Nico. No, but I'de have thee live in compafie. 

lor. Foole, I'le be 
As the fun in the Zodiack ; I am he 
That wood take Phaetons fall, tho' I fet fire 
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On the whole world to be heavens charioteire, \ 
(As he was) but one day. 

Nico. Vaine riotous cockfcombe, 
Tha'ft fier"d to much already, Parkes, Forreds, chafes^l 
Have no part left of them, but names and places ; 
*Tis voic'd abroad thy lands are all at pawne. 

Tor. They are, what then 1 

Nico. And that the niony went to 
Entertaine the Popes great Nunlio, 
On whom you fpent the ranfome of a king. 

7^r. You lye. 

Nico. I thanke you Sir. 

Tor. Say all this true 
That I fpent millions, what's that to you. 
Were there for every day i'lh'yeare a Pope, 
For every houre i'th' yeare a Cardinal! ; 
I'd melt both Indies, but I'de feafl 'em all. 

Nico, And leave your Curtezans bare, that leavin) 

Will cue day leave thee naked, one nights waking, 
With a frcfh-whore, coH thee 4000. duckets. 
Elfe the bawd lies. 

Tor. Wert ihou not mine uncle 
I'de fend thee with thy trozen-beard where furies 
Should fmdge it off with fire-brands, touching 
\Venching, that art tliy felfe an old rotten whore-] 
mailer. 

Nieo. 1 a wliore-mafter t 
To (hew how much I hate it, harke, when next thy J 

lomblers 
Come to dance upon the ropes. 
Play this ji^ to "em. 

Tor. Goe, goe, idle droane. 
Thou envied bees with (lings, becaufe thine is gone, 
Plate, Jewells, revenues all lliall fite. 

Nico. They (liall. 

Tor. And then Sir Tie tume pickled theeTi^ ] 
Pirate, 
For as I to feed Ryot, a world did crave, 
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So nothing but the fea fhall be my grave, 

Meane time that circle few began I've runne, tbo' the 

Devill (land i'th' Center. 

Nico. What's that circle 1 

Torr. The vanitie of all man-kinde be mine, 
In roe all prodigalis loofenes Irefh fliall floive, 
Wine, harlots, furfetts, rich embroidered cloaths, 
Fafhions, all fenfuall fins, all new coin'd oathes, 
Shall feed me, fill me ; He fead every fence, 
Nought (liall become me ill, but innocence. Exit. 

Nico. I hope a wallet hanging at thy backe, 
AVho fpends all young, ere age comes, al! will lacke. 
Exit. 

Enter an Apothecary give a ferving-inan gold, lacomo, 
Serraiifs in Mew-coats : Stew. Broker, Golii/milh, 
Torreutis Brother, a Trumpet. 

Gent. What founds this trumpet fort 

Omnes. Dinner my I^ord. 

Gfnt. To feafl whome this day are my tables 

fpread » 
St. For fea-men, wrack't, aged, or ficke, or lame, 
And the late ranfom'd captives from the Turke. 

Gent. Cheere thera with hatty welcomes in my 

Attend them as great Lords, let no man dare, 

To fend 'em fad hence, bounty fliall be plac'd 

At the boards upper end ; For Marriners 

Are docks of danger that do ne're (land dill, 

Their dialls-hand ere points to'ih flroake of death, 

And {albeit feldome windleffe) loofe their breath ; 

I love 'em, for they eat the dcarell bread. 

That life can buy, when the elements make warrs ; 

Water and aire, they are fav'd by their good flairs. 

And for the gally-ilaves, make much of thofe, love 

that man 
iVho (uffcrs onely for being chridian ; What (uiters 
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St. Come neere, one at once, keep back pray. 

Bro. A forry man, a very forry man. 

Gtn. What makes thee forry I 

BrQk. All I had is burnt, and that which touchi 
me to the quick, a boxe of my fweete Rvidence m] 
Lord. 

Gent. Show me (ome proofe of this. 

Brok. Alas too good proofe, all burnt, nor flickf. 
Dor (lone, lelL 

Gtnt. What wo'dll have me doe I 

Brok. Bedow but a bare loo.l. on me, to fet me 
up. 

Gt*it. Steward deliver him a loo.l. 

Brok. Now all the 

G<ni. Nay kneele not Sir, but heare me. 

Brok, Oh my hony Lord ! 

Gent. Faces are fpeaking pidlures, thine's a booke 
Which if the leafe be truly printed (hews 
A page of clofe dilTembling. 

Brok. Oh my Lord ! 

Gent. But fay thou art fuch, yet the monie's thine^ 
Which I lo Charitie give, not to her (lirine ; 
If thou cheat'ft me, thou ait cheated 1 how 1 thliafl 

got 
(Being licorifli) ratf-bane from a gally-pot. 
Taking it for fugar ; thou art now my debtor, 
I am not hurt, nor ihou I feare, much better; 
Farewell. 

Enter lame Itg^d Souldier. 

Soul. Cannons defend me, Gun-powder of hell, 
Whom doeft thou blow up heere ? 

Brgak. Some honefl fcullar, row this lame dog 
hanging. 

Gent. What noife is that \ 

Stew. My Lord calls to you. 

Soul. Was there ever call'd 
A devill by name from hell \ then this is one. 
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Gtnt. My friend, what is hee I 

SouJ. A Citie peftilence, 
A moath that eates up gownes, doublets and hofe, 
One that with Bills, leades fmocks and Ihiits together 
To linnen clofe adultery, and upon them 
Strowes lavender, fo ftrongiy, that the ow-ners 
Dare never fniell them after ; hee's a breaker. 

Gent. Suppofe all this, what hurt hath hee done 
thee) 

Soul. More then ray limbs lolTe ; in one weeke he 
eate 
My wife up, and three children, this chtillian lew 

did; 
Ha's a long lane of hellifh Tenements, 
Built all with pawnes. 

Gen. All that he had is burnt. 

Soui. He keepes a whore indeede, this is the 
Raven, 
Cryed knocke before you call, he may be fir'd. 
His lowfie wardropes are not ; lo this hell-hound 
I pawn'd my weapons to buy browne bread 
To feede my brats and me ; (ihey forfited) 
Twice fo much as his money him I gave, 
To have my Armes redeem'd, the griping Have 
Swore (not to fave my foule) vnleffe that I 
Laid downe my ilumpe heere, for the Intereft, 
And fo hop home. 

Gnnt. Vnheard of villaine 1 
Broker, is this true ) 

Brok. 'Twere finne my Lord, to lie. 

Gent. Souldier, what is't thou now crau'Il at my 
hands? 

Soui. This my Pirition was, which now I teare, 
My fuite here was, When the next place did fall, 
To be a Beadef-man in your Hofpilall : 
But now 1 come mod pitioufly complaining 
Againll this three-pile rafcall, widowes rfecayer. 
The Orphans beggerer, and the poores betrayer ; 
Give him the Ru£ian law for all thefc Ilnnes. 
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Gent. How I 

Soul. Bui one hundred blowes on his bare fhins. 

Br. Come home and take thine Arms, 

So, lie have thofe leggs. 

Geid. Broaker, ray foule foreraw goods thus ill 
got, 
Would as ill thrive, you ask'd a hundred pound, 
'Tis yours ; but crafty Breaker, you plaid the knave 
To begg, not needing. This man now mufl. have 
His requeft too, 'tis honeft, faire, and jufl, 
Take hence that variet therefore, and on his fhmnes, 
In ready payment, give him an hundred blowes. 

Brook. My I^rd, my pitifull Lord. 

Smd. I mull beftine ray (lumps too. luflice, mj^ 
Lord. 

Gent. I will not ravill out time ; Broaker, I o 
you 
A hundred for a hundred. 

Soul. That's his owne ufury. 

Gent. A hundred pound, or elfe a hundred bloweq 
Give him that money, he fhall releale you ihofe. ^^ 

Brok. Take it, and niay'fl thou rot with't. Exitt 

Soul. Follow thee thy curfe. 
We'd blowes might raake all Broakers dill disbuife. 

Getii. What next 1 

Sen'. The Partv fir. 

Gait. What parly fir T 
Ifhonefl, fpeake, I love no whifperer. 

Serr. This Gentleman is a great (huter. 

Getii. In a Long-bow) how farre fliootes heet 

Sert'. To your Lorddiip, to be your Apotheciiy. 

Getit. Vmh ; what fpie you in my face, thM 1 
(ho'd buy 
Your dniggs and drenches \ beares not my cheeke Jl 

colour 
As frefh as any old mans) doe my bones 
Ake with youth's ryotts J or my blood boile hot 
With feavers I or is't num'd witli dropfies, cold 
Coughes, Rliumes, Catarrhes, Gowts, Apoplexie fits t 
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The common foares of age, on me never ran, 

Nor Calcnift nor Paracelfian, 

Shall ere reade Phificail Leiflure upon me. 

Apol. Two excellent fellowes my Lord, 

Gent. I honour iheir proferaion, 
Whal the Creator does, they in part doe, 
For a Phifician's a man-maker too, but honell 

My kitchin is my Doflor, and my Garden, 
Truftie Apothecare ; when Ihey give me pills, 
So gently worke they, I'me not choak'd with bills, 
Which are a (Ironger purge then the difeafe. 

Apo. Alas my Lord, and 'twere not for bills, our 
(hops wo'd downe. 

Gent. Sir, I beleeve you, bills nor pills lie 
take; 
I ftand on ficknes fhoare, and fee men tort 
From one difeafe to another, at lall loll ; 
But to fuch feas of furfetts, where they're drown'd, 
1 never venlering am ever found. 

Apo. Ever found my Lord I if all our Gallants 
(ho'd bee fo, Doflors, Poihecaries, and Barber- 
fuiseons, might feed upon Onyons and Buiter-miike ; 
ever foun<l ! a brave world then. 

Genl. 'Tis their owne fault, if they feare fprings or 
falls, 
Wine-glaffes fill'd too fafl, make urynalls ; 
Man was at firll borne found, and hee growes ill 

Seldome by courfe of nature, but by wll 

Diflcmpers are not ours, there fhould be then 
(Were wee our felues) no Phificke, men to men 
Are both difeafes caufe, and the difeafe, 
I'me free from (thankes good fate} either of thefe. 

Apo. My 50. Ctownes. 

Ser. Not 1. 

Apo. No. mufl I give you a Clifler ? 

Ser. Hid, hill. 

Apo. If your Lordfhip will not allow me minifter 
to your felfe, pray let me give your man a puliation. 
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Me a Purgation I my Lord, I'me paHiog; 
well. 

Gent. Him a Purge, why 1 

Apo. Or rather a vomit, tliat hee may cad Up 50 
Crownes— — 
Which he fwallowed as a Bribe to preferre me, 

Gtnt. My health is bought and fold fir then by 
you, 
A Dotflor baits you next, whofe mefh of potions 
Striking me full 0/ vlcers, a gibberifh Surgioo, 
For 50. Crownes more, comes to drawe my will, 
For mony, (laves their Soveraigues thus kill ; 
Nay, nay, fo got, To keepe it ; for his Fifty, 
Give him a 100. Crownes, becaufe his will 
Aym'd at my health I koow, and not at ill : 
Fare you well fu-. 

Apo. Who payes mee fir 1 

Sir. Follow me, I fir. Exit Sir. •Sf Apotht. 

Enter Gold/inith. 

Gold. The fellow,.my Lord, is fad. 

Gml. What fellow fir 1 

Goid. The thiefe that dole this Jewell from your 
honour, 
Hee came unto ray ilall my Lord. 

Gtnt. So. 

Gold. And ask'd mee 
Not the fourth pan in money it was worth. 
And fo fmelling him out 

Genl. You did. 

Gold/. I did fir. 
Smell him out prefently, and under hand 
Sent for a Conflable, examined him. 
And finding that he is your Stewards man, 
Committed him toth' lale. 

Gent. What money had hee upon this lewell of 
you? 

Gold/. None my good Lord, after 1 heard it youra. 
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Gent. Elfe you had bought it, 
And beene the thierea receiver, y'ar a varlei, 
Go to, a fawcie knave ; if I want money. 
And fend ray fervanls fervanl (caufe the world 
Shall not take notice of it) to pawne, or fell 
leweils, or Plate, tho' I loofe halfe in halfe, 
Muft you fir, play the Marfhali, and commit him, 
As if he were a rogue ; goe and releafe him, 
Send him home prefently, and pay his fees, doe you 
fee fir. 

Ge/d My Lord, I do fee. 

Gent. Leaft by the Innocent fellow, 
I lay you fall byth' heeles, doe this y'are bed ; 
You may be gone. 

Go/i/. Heere's a mofl eiicellent jeall. £xit. 

Enter Steward. 

Gent. Harke you, the Duke of Florence fent me 
once 
A lewell, have ye it ? For you laid it up. 

Stt. My Lord, I have iL 

Gent. Are you fure you have it 1 
Why change you colour t Know you this? doe you 

know 
Your man, you fenl to fell it ? You belike 
Thought in my memory it had beene dead, 
And fo your honefly too came buried, 
'Tis well, out of mine eye ; what wo'd you with mee t 

Enter Brother, ta Torrent/. 

Broth. Your pitty on a wretch late wrackt at fea, 
fieaten a fhore by penury, 3. yeares a Turkilh 
Gally-flave. 

Gtnt. Your birth ? 

Broth. Such Sir, 
As I dare write ray felfe a gentleman. 
In Florence flood my cradle, my houfe great, 
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In mony, not in mercy ; I am poore, 

And dare not with the begger paffe their doore. 

Gefit. Name them, they (lialbe forc't to thy reliefi 

Broth. To fleale compafsion from them like 
thiefe. 
Good my Lord parclon me, under your noble wing, 
I had rather fit, then on the higheil tree fing, 
That (hadowes their gay buildings. 

Gent. Young man I doe commend thee, wher 
my fteward P 
Give me thy hand, I entertaine thee mine. 
Make perfedl your accounts, and fee the books de 

liver'd 
To this Gentleman. 

St. This poore rogue Sir ? 

Gmt. Tliou art a viJIaine, (o to teamie the man, 
Whom I to liking take ; Sir I difcharge you ; 
I regarc! no mans out-fide, 'tis the lineings 
Which I take care for. 

St. Not if you knew how louzie they were. 

Gent. Call not thy fcome upon him, prove thoi 
but jnft, 
De raife the Cedars fpring out lird from dud. £jrnl 

Enter Nkollttto, Darune, Alplmif. Alifandra, TibalA 
Cargo. 

Mc. Madam this night I have received 
court, 
A booke of deepe import, which I mud reade, 
And for that purpofe will T lie alone, 

Dar. Be Mr. of your owne content my Lord, 
He change you for fome femal! bed-fellow. 

A'iV. With all my heart. 

Tii. Pray madam then take me. 

Jfic. Doe prethee wife. 

Dar. And Sir, (he is mofl welcome, 

JWc. Wo'ld I were at it for It is a booke, 
My fingers itch til! I be turning ore ; 
Good rell faire Alphonfina you'le not faile. 
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Alp. No, feare me not. 

Nic. A!l all to bed, to bed. 

Aip. Mine eyes are full of fleepe j lie follow you. 
Exit. 

Dar. I to my clofet, and then bed-fellow 
Expe^ your company, 

TMa/. I will be for your Lady. 

Akjj. Madam fo pleafe you forfeit to my mother. 
And let your felfe and I be bed-fellowes. 

Tib. Deare heart I humbly thanke you, but 1 muft, 

AUff. Lady I rather wifh your company, 
Becaufe I know one maiden befl conceales, 
What's bofom'd in another : but He waite 
With patience a time fitting. 

Tib. Worthy Lady, 
This time is yours and mine. 

AUff. Thus I begin then, 
And if I cannot woe reliefe from you, 
Let me at lead win pitly, I have fixt 
Mine eye upon your brother ; whom I never 
But once beheld here in this houfe, yet wifh 
That he beheld me now and heard me ; 
You are fo like your brother, that me thinkes I fpeake 

to him, 
And that provokes a blufh to affaile my cheeke ; 
He fmiles like you, his eyes like you ; pray Lady 
Where is the gentleman 1 'twas for his fake 
1 would have hen with you, wo'd it were as lawful! to 
fellow nights with him. 

Tib. Troth I do wi(b it. 

Aleff. And if in this you inrich me wiUi your 
counfell, 
nt be a gratefull taker. 

Tib. Sure my brother 
Is blefl in your affedliop, and Ihall have 
Good time to underiland fo. 

Dar. Alefandra. within. 

Aleff. Madam. 
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Dar. A word, come quickly. Mxtt. 

Tib. O ye heavens ! how Arangely one bourt 
works upon an other. It was but now heart-fick( ai 
long'd for meat, 
Which being fet before nic I abhorre. 

Alp. Brother. 



Enter Alplwnfina. 

Tib. Wial frights you thus from your chamber! 

Alp. Such a fury as thou. 

Tib. How now 1 hafl loft thy witts 1 

Alp. lie fweare thou haft, for thou haft candied 
Thy fweele but poyfonous language to diftionour 
Me thy moft wretched fifter, who no better then a. vile 
Inftrument to thy defires, deferves to be flil'd. 
Baud, worfe then the bauds. 
Who every day i'th* weeke (hake hands with helL 

Tib. Ha' patience deareft filler ; 1 proteft, 
By all the graces that became a man, 
1 have not wiong'd Darime nor her Lord. 

Alp. Thou (halt not then by heaven. 

Ttb. By all goodnes, not 
With a well blufti difcourfe faire AHffandra, 
SuppoiJug me your filler hath difcover'd 
The true pangs of her fancy towards Tibaldo, 
And in it crav'd my aide, which heard, Even then. 
My Brutifh purpofe broke its neck, and I 
Will proue the daughters husband, that came hither, 
A traytour to tlie Mother. 

Alp. My noble brother, 
Our doings are alike, for by Trebatio 
(Whome I with honour name) his fathers foulenes Ihall 

be 
Cut off and croft. 

Tib. Get to your chamber ; 
No longer will 1 play the womans part, 
This night fhall change my habit with my heart Exit. 




Enter Nicoletti with 



Nkhal. In this chamber (he lies, and that's her 
window; wo'd I were in : the aire bites, but the bit 
that I /hall bile anon, (hardens my flomack, the watch- 
word is a cornet, {Cornet within) it fpeakes, fhe bids 
me come without a light, and reafon, fhes light enough 
herfeUe; wiocke thou one-eyed baud, be thou an 
embleme of thy Mr. and burne in fecreL 



Enter Alphonfina, above. 



Alp. 

me. 

Lady. 
Alp. 
JVico. 
Alp. 



My Lord. 
What fayes 



my mod moift-handed fweeie 



Who is there with you I 
No chridian creature, I enter /o/z/j. 
I feare I mufl entreate vou to (lay a little. 
As long as thou defir'rt, but-wilt come 
downct 
Alp. I would be loth to loofe all upon reft. 
Nu. Shall i mount then ? 
Alp. For mine honour being once crack't. 
Nic. Crack a pudding : lie not meddle with thine 
honour. 

Alp. Say you (hould get me with childe. 
Nic. 1 hope I am not the firft Lord has got a lady 
with childe. 

Alp. Is the night hulli't) 

Nic. Ther's nothing (lining, the very mice are 
a Oeepe, as I am noble, lie deale with thee like a 
gentleman. 

Alp. lie doe that then, which fome Citizens will 
not doe, to fome Lord. 
Nico. What's that 1 
Alp. Take your word, I come. 
Nico. Vd's my life I 

Alp. Wliafs the matter fir ) Muficke imthin. 

Nico. 1 heaie a lute, and fure it comes this way. 
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Alp. My moil lov'd Lord, ftep you afiJe, I would 
not have you feene for the faving of ray right ha.Dd,. 
preterve mine honour, as I prererve your love. 

Etder Trtbatio ■with Muftdte. 

Nico. Pox on your Calls guts. 

Alp. To an unworthy window, who is thus kind t 

Ti-eb. Looks out of it, and "lis the richeil cafemco^ 
That ever let in Ayre. 

Alp. Trebatio. 

Tr(b. I, ray raofl faire Millris. 

Alp. Neither of both good fir ; 
Pray play upon fome other, you abufe mec. 
And that which feemes worfe, in your fathers houfe. 

Nico. Brave girle. 

Alp. But you are young enough to be forgiven. 
If you will mend hereafter, the night has in it 
Vnwholfome foggs, and blafts; to bed my Lord, 
Leaft they attach your beautie : nothing more. 
He pay you for your fong. Evat- 

Treb. Are you gone fot 
Well, you hard-hearted one, you (hall not ever 
Be Lady of your felfe — away. Exit, 

Enter Cargo running. 

Car. Oh tny Lord, I have (lood Centinell as you 
bad me, but I am frighted. 

Nico. With what) 

Car^. The Night-mare rides you, ray Lady is con- 
jured up. 

Nic. Now the devill lay her down, prevented in 
the very Adl. 

Carg. She workes by magick, and knowes alL 

Enter Pariene. 
Dari. Doe you (hrinke backe ray Lord 1 you may 
with fhame ; Have I tane yoU napping my Loidt 
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Nieo. But not with the manner my Lady. 

Dar. Have you no bird to flie at, but what fits on 
your owne fonnts fifte ) 

NUho. How ! my fonnes fifte T 

Darie. Yes, the Laciy whom you wrought to have 
bin your Harlot 
Your Tonne has long fince wonne to be his bride. 
Both they and I have this night exercifd 
Our witts to moclce your dotage. 

Nko. Am I then giill'd T 

Dare. Yes my Lord, and buU'd too, yonders 
Tibaido Neri come this morning. 

Dare. So early. Is his filler with hini \ 

Car. Not that I faw, but I faw him kiffe my yong 
Miftris, three or foure times, I thinke 'twere good to 
aske the banes of Matrimony. 

Nico. Wo't twere no worfe, let's in, and give 'em 
the mornings Salutation. 



Dare. He tell him all. 
Nkho. Sweete Lady, 
kitTe, 
[ie ne're was borne, that r 



feal my pardoi 



with 



T did araiffe. Exeunt. 



AHus qidnlus. SciEtia prima. 



Enter Flormce, Piero, Pifa, Mutio, Tornelli, Pliilippo. 

Pier. O Ir, I have found Angela with long and bufie 
jj tearch, 

Flo. And will he come % 
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pur. Tour honour (as you charg'd me) I i 
pawn'd 
For his fafe pafTs^e. 

I'lo. By my hfe hce fliall ; when will hee comet 
Pie. My friend brings him along. 
I^. Philippo Muiio, got and perfwade 
daughter 
To walke, and lake the ayre. 

Pifa. lie play that Orator. Exit. | 

Flo, Attend the Duke of Pifa ; prethee Pitro 
Difcfiver where this Angdn lay lurking. 
Pie. The world he has fhut up, and now diej 
hooke 
He rcades, is onely heere, fee where he comes. 

Enter Angela as a Pry^; f^ametta. 

Ph. Way for my daughter ; iooke you, there's 

Angela. 

Fya. Ha t yes, 'tis the ftarre I faile by ; hold me J 
not, 
Why doe you fticke like nx:ks, to barre my way, 
And utterly to wracke mee 1 
Flu. Art thou mad ) 
Fya. Yes, I am mad, oh my bed life, my foule t 

Ruiis to him. \ 
Whom feeke you Lady I 
Etoe you not know me firl 



Ang. 
Fya. 
Atig. 
Fia. 
Artg. 
Fya. 
Ang. 
Fya. 



Yes. 



Doefl thou not love mee t 
Yes. 

At very heart ) 
Yes, at the very foule. 
Eurnes not your love. 
With that mod holy fire, the god of marriage 
Kindles in man and woman ) 
A tig. Noe. 
Fia. Ha, nol 
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Flo. Hee fayes no. 
Pia. Then fo, quod dedi perdidi . 
Atg. How can I love you Lady 1 
I have clim'd loo many of fuch fruillcfle trees. 
I-ia. Have you indeede I 
Aug. Yes, and have pull'd the apples. 
Fia. Now 1 bellirew your fingers, 
Ang. And when 1 touch'd 'em, found 'em turn'd 
to dvift. 
Why fnould you love me ? I have chang'd my 

pleifure 
In beaut.ous dames, more then I have my dreames, 
Foure in one night. 

No. Hee'le prove a luflie Larrence ; 
This is tht flaire you Tayle by tho. 

Aug. Vhy Ihould you love mel I am but a 
Tombi, 
Gay out Cd;, but within, rotten and foule. 
I'io. lie fweare th'art moA difeafd, even in thy 
foule ; 
Oh thou, th>u mod perfidious man alive, 
So profper, is my poore ficke heart doth thrive ; 
Give me ihj hand, I hate thee, fare-t hee- well. 
Gome, I maie thee my heaven, wer't once my Hell. 
T^ Pifa. 
Pi/a. I'ne rap't above the fpheares, loy llrikes 

me dum'je. 
P2o. Th'all tent unto mine age a fcore of yeares, 
More then eie nature promii'd, by thy loving 
This Noble Irince ; th'art his then ) 

Pya. His— to prove it; hence 
Thou from mee ; ne're more behold mine eyes. 
A»g. No« finde I, that a Lovers heart laft dies. 

Exit. 
Plo. I, I, "o, fo ; If it die, it (hall be buried. 
Pya. Good reverend Sir, (lay you, and as you wit- 
neife 
This my divorce, fo (hall you feale my contraifU 
Fryar. I vill, your pleafure. 
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Flo. Fyam^Ua, 
Make choice thy fclfe of thine owne wedding day. 

Fya. To morrow be it, T.oves poyfoo is delay, 
Gallants, pray jlirre betimes, and rowfe your Uil\Te£a 
Let Tome invite Lord Vanni and his I^dy ; 
Wee dine to day with Lord lacomo. 
Thither let's haften : Sir, this holy man, 
Shall be this night my confeffor ; about mid-nijht, 
Expeifl my lending for you. 

Fryer. Your devotion 
Commands my fervice. Ware leafl i'th fryers (lead. 
The Prince be your confellor j girle prepare 
To play the bride to morrow, and then being laid, 
One night pail o're, thinke ncre to rife a nuide. 



Trumpets Jounding Jtrviees carried over fhe/fagt, 
attending Torrenti one, then enter Jacemo 
betwixt the two Dukes, Piero, Philifpo, Torn^ 
Mutio. 

No. No more of complement, my Lox3 GentUi 
Such noble welcomes have we had this liiy, 
\Ve mufl take blufliing leaves, caufe we cm pay 
Nothing but thanks. 

Gent. Thai's more then the whole dejt comes to, 
Ne're faw I tables crown'd with braver (tare ; 
1 know no man that (pends, nay nor giv:s more, 
And yet a full fea {till : why yonder felUw, 
The brave mock-prodigall has fpent all iideed, 
He that made beggers proud, begs new himfelfe for 

Flo. But who releeves him now ^ 

Gent. None, for I know 
He that in riotous feading, wades his florc, 
Is like a faire tree which in fommer boe 
Boughes laden till they crackt, with leases and fhtiteji 
Whofe plenty lafting, all men came unto't ; 
And plackt and tilld their lapps and caTy away 
But when the boughes grow bare, and .eaves decay : 
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And the great tree (lands faplelle, wither'd dry, 
Then each one calls on it a fcornfuU eye, 
And grieves to fee it Hand, nay do not greeve, 
Albeit the Axe downe to the roote it cleave [ 
The fall of fuch a tree, will I beware, 
I know both when to fpend, and when to fpare. 

Fto. 'Tis nobly fpoke. 

Pifa. Nay good my Lord make haft. 

Pier. Here's a childe ioft i'th ftaying. 

Flo. Gel 2. at night for-L 
What is the bride yet dreft ? 

Pier. She's rigging Sir. 

Fie. 'Tis well, muficke t from whence I 
What chambers thall 

Mut. It loynes clofe to the 
Lodgings of the bride. 

Flo. Inquire 
If (he be ready, Mutio, fay her bride-groome 
Attends on her below. 

Mut. I (hall my LorJ. 

Fiametta above. 

Pier. Tarry, (he looks her felfe out. 

Flo. Come, come loiterer. 

Fta. Faire welcome to your grace, and to that 

That ihould have bin my bridegroome. 

Ho. Should ha beene I 

Pier. Is the Moone chang'd already 1 

Fia. In her changes 
The Moone is conftant, man is onely varying. 
And never in one Circle long is tarying. 
But one man in the moone at once appeares. 
Such praife (being true to one) a woman beares. 

Flo. Take thou that praife and to this Prince be 
trae. 
Come downe and marry him. 

Fia. What would die world fay, 
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If I (houW marry two men in one day I 

Ho. That villaine has bewiich't her. 

Pier. Sir what villaine I 

Flo. Tliat flave, the baDilh't runnagate. 

Pier. Caft not on him 
Such foule afperfions, till you know his guilt \ 
Even now you faid he was a worthy fpirit, 
Crown'd him with praife, and do you now condemne 
An abfent man unheard % 

Flo. He hang thee traitor. 

IHfa. Loclce all the gates of Florence, lead he 
fcape. 

Flo. Our pardon, whofoever takes and kill him. 

Piir. Oh I who would trud in Princes, the vaiae 
breath, 
Who in a minute gives one man life and death ! 

Fia. Come forth thou threatned man, here kQl 
him all, 
Lower then what you (land on, none con ^, 

Attgelo above, 

Anq. I now mud (land your anowes, but you 

dioole 
Againd a bread as innocent — 
Flo. As a traytors. 
Ang. Your patience Sir, 
Pifa. TaJk'ft thou of patience t that by thy mod 

perfidious 

E>iter frier above. 

Ang, Heare roe pray. 
Of if not me, heare then this reverend man. 

Pi/a. What makes that Fiyer there 1 

Pier, Father fpeake your minde. 

Fryer, I was enjoyned to be her confeflixj 
And came, but then fhe wonn me to 
By oath of all my orders, face to fac 
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To heare her fpealc uoto An^do, 'twas done, 
He came, when falling downe on both her knees. 
Her eyes drown'd all in teares, Ihe opes a booke, 
Chardging him read his oaths and promifes, 
The contrail of their hands, hearts, yea and foules, 
And askd if Angela would many her. 
Flo. Very good. 

Fry. He looking pale as death, faid faintly 00. 
Ptfa. Faintly, he then was willing t 
IHfr. Pray heare him out. 

Fry. Thrice tried : he thrice cried no ; Al which 
this Ladie 
Defpcrately fnatching from her fide two knives, 
Had (lab'd her felfe to th' heart, but that we knit 
Our force againfl it, what Ihould I doe in thisl 
Not many her, or rob her of heavens blifle 1 
Which glory had bin greater to have tane, 
A husband from her, or to have feene her flaine % 
Flo. Then you have married herl 
Fry. I have. 
FHer. Brave girle. 

Pifa. He cut that knot atunder with my fword. 
Fry. The hands which heaven hath joyn'd, no 

man can part. 
Fia, The hands they may, but never fhall the 

heart. 
Flo. Why didil thou make to him thy promife 

thenT 
Fia. Women are borne, but to make fooles of 
men. 
She that's made fure to him, (he loves not well. 
Her banes are ask'd here, but flie wedds in hell ; 
Parents that match their children gainft their will, 
Teach ihem not how to live, but how to kill. 

Flo. Parrot, Parrot, 
He ftop your prating, breake into her chamber, 
And lay the villaine bleeding at her feele. Draw. 

Fia. Villaine 1 it is my husband. 
Flo. Enter and kill him. 
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Pier. Enter, but kill him be that dares, I blufh 
To fee two Princes To degenerale- 

Fia. Oh noble brother ! 

Pier. What would you have him doe % 
He well deferves to have her to his wife ; 
Who gives to you a daughter, her a life, 
In fight of angels (Tie to him was given, 
So that in linking htm, you light with heaven.^ 

Fii3. You fee there is no remedie. 

Pifa, Troth none ; 
I threw at all (and gamefters lucke) all's gone ; 
Farewell brave fpinled girle, he that gainft winde, 
Fier and the fea, law and a womans minde, 
Strives, is a foole, that's I, lie now be wife, 
And neuer more put truft in woman's eyes. 

Fia. I love thee for that word with-all my heart 

Fh. Will you come downe pray t 

Fia. Sweare as you are a Duke. 

Fto. Yet more adoe. 

Pifa. Will you not truft your father ? 

Fia. Why (hould II you fee there is no truft i'lh''| 
daughter ; 
Sweare by your hopes of good you will not touch 
His naile to hurt him. 

Flo. By my hopes I fweare. 
Fia. And you loo ? 

Pifa. Yes, what's falling none can reare. 
Fia. Wee come then noble friend, flagg not 
wings, 
In this warr I defie a campe of Kings. Ex^ 

Enter Nicollelfo, Tibaldo, Alphonfin. Dartene, 
Aliffand, Trebatio. 

Fto. See, fee, more ihoales of friends, c 
beauteous Ladies, 
Faire welcomes to you all. 
Nic. My Ixtrd thofe tides, 
^Afe tum'd, thefe Ladies are transform'd to brides. 
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Flo. Wc heard the happy newes, and therefore 
fent, 
To marry joyes with joyes, yours, with our owne, 
Yours (I fee) profper, ours are overthrowne. 

Nic. How meane you overthrowne ? 

Enter Angel. Fiamelia. 

Flo, Your owne eyes (hall be wiinefle how : nay, 
nay, pray rife, 
I know your heart is up, tho" your knees downe. 

Ang. All that we (land in feare of is your 
(rowne. 

Fia. And all deare father which I begge of you, 
Is that you love this man but as 1 doe. 

Fla. What begg you of this Prince I 

Fia. That he would take 
One favour from me, which my felfe Ihall make. 

Pifa. Pray let it be of willow. 

Fia. Well then it (hall. 

Alph. Why willow 1 is the noble Prince forfaken 1 

Pitr. Ail womens faulls, one for another taken. 

Alp. Now in good footh my Lord, (hee has but 
vs'd you 
As watermen ufe their fares, for fhee look'd one way 
And row'd another, you but wore her glove. 
The hand was Angelots, and (he dealt wifely. 
Let woman ne're love man, or if (he doe, 
Let him nere know it, make him write, waite, woe, 
Court, cogge, and curfe, and fweare, and lie, and pine. 
Till Love bring him to death's doore, elfe hee's not 

mine ; 
That fie(h eates fweetefl that's pick'd clofe toth' 

Water drinkes beft, that's hew'd euen from the (lone ; 
Men mud be put lo 't home. 

AViw. He that loves ducking, let him come leame 
of thee. 

Fh. Shee has good skill ; 



286 The Wonder of a Kingdome. 

At table will wee heare a full difcourfe 
Of all thefe changes, and thefe Marriages, 
Both how they (huffled, cut, and dealt about, 
What cards are bed, after the trumpes were out. 
Who plaid falfe play, who true, who fought to (kve 
An Ace ith' bottome, and tum'd up a knave ; 
For Love is but a Card-play, and all's loft, 
Vnleffe you cogg, hee that pack's beft, wins moft. 

Alp, Since fuch good gamfters are together met, 
As you like this, wee'le play another fett Exeunt, 
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To the Right Honorable 

Thomas Wriathesley, 

Earle of Soutkampiont Lord 
Wriathsley, of Tichfield-, &c. 



■Erodotus Reports that the yEgyP- 
1 tians by Wrapping tlieir Dead in 
Glaffe, prefents them lively to all 
Pojierity ; But your LordJJtip will 
do vtore, by the Vivifying beamcs of your 
Acceptation, Revive the parents of this 
Orphan Poem, and make tltent live to Eter- 
nity. While the Stage forifJit, the POE M 
li-ifd by the breath of Gencrall Applaiijes, 
and the Virtuall Fervor of the Court ; But 
fince hath languijht for want of heate^ and 
now neerefhrunk up with Cold, crecpcs (with 
a fhivering fcare) to Extettd it felfe at the 
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Fliitius of your Benigniiy. My Lord^ 
tfiougk itfeems Rough- and Forlorn, ft is ih* 
iffiu of Worthy parents^ and we doubt not^ 
but you will find it accompliflit with their 
Verlue. Be pleafed t/ien (my Lord) to give 
it enter tainement, tlte more Deflilute and 
needy it is, the Greater Reward may be 
Challenged by your Cliarity ; and fo being 
fkelter'd under your Win^s, and Comforted 
by the Sunfhine of your Favoure, it will 
become Proofe againfl the Injufiice of Time, 
and like one of Demetrius flatues appeare 
frefJier and freflier to all Ages. My Lord, 
were we not Confident of tlte Excdlence of 
the Peece, wefliould not dare to Affum4 an 
impudence to preferr it to a Perfon of your 
HONOR, and KNOWN JUDGMENT; 
who/e HEARTS are ready SACRIFICES 
toyour NAME and HONOR, Being my 
Lord 

Your Lordfliips mod humble, and mod 

Obligedly, Subraifllve Servants, 

Theophilus Bird, 

Andrew Penney adcke* 

* In fome copies of this play (1656} the fame Epiflle 
Dedicatory Is addreffed " To the Right Honorable My very 
good Lady, the Lady Nc-wIoh, Wife to the worihipfull Sir 
Henry Nrvitan, Knight," and the name of Andrew Pen- 
ncycuicke is alone fubfcribed. Other copies bearing the 
date of 1657 have the names as above. 




Vpon the Sun's Darling, 



IS he then ioundl Pka'his make hoUIday: 
Tye up thy Steeds ; And let the 

Cyclops Piay ; 
Mulceber leave thy Anvile, and be ti-ini ; 
Combe thy black Muzle, be no longer Grim ; 
Mercury be quick, with mirth furniih the 

heavens, 
"Jove, this day let all run at fix and feavens ; 
And Ganimede be nimble, to the Brim 
Fill Boules of NeBar, that the Gods may 

fwim, 
To folemnize their healths- that did dif- 

cover 
The ofcure being of the Suns fon'd lover. 
That from the Example of their liberal! 

mirth 
We may enjoy like freedome on Earth. 



Jchn Tatham. 



READER. 

IT is not here intended to pre/tnt thee miih 
the perfeSl Analogy betwixt the World 
and man, which was made for Man ; Nor 
their Co-exiftence^ the World determining 
with Man : this I prcfume hath bin by others 
Treated on. But drawing tits Curtain of\ 
this Morall, youjhall finde him in his pro- \ 
grejfion as followeth. 



The firfl; Seafon, 

PRefents him in the Twy-light of his age 
Not Pot-gun-proofe, and, yet hee'l have hill 
page; 
This fmale Knight- Errant will encounter things 
Above his pearch, and like the partridge Springs. 
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The fecond Seafon, 

^Olly, his Squire, the Lady Humor brings, 
Who in his earn farr Tweeter Novells fuigs. 
He follows them ; foriakes the Aprill Queene, 
And now the Noone-tide of his age is feene. 



The third Seafon. 

AS foone as Nen'd with (Irength, he becoms 
Weakt, 
Folly and /fumor, doth his reafon breake ; 
Hurries him from his Noon-tide to his even ; 
From Sitmtiter to his Autumne he is driven. 



The fourth Seafon. 

ANd now the WinUr, or his nonage takes him ; 
The fad remembrance of his errours wakes him ; 
Folly and Humor, Faine hee'd cai\ away, 
But they will never leave him, till hee's Clay. 
Thus Man as Clay Df/cends, Afcends in fpirit ; 
Dufl, goes to dull, The foule unto It's Merit 




The Names of the Perfons. 



Pke^us the Sun 




Winter. 


Raybrighi the funs Dar- 


Cotueit. 


Lady spring. 


(ling 


Deira^im. 


Youth. 




Ttmt. 


Delight. 




PM'^tfof theSun. 


Healik. 




FoOy. 


Summer. 




A Souldier. 


Plenty. 

Pomona. 




ASptmyard. 

An Italian Datuer, 


Cupid. 

Fortune. 




A French Taylor. 
A Forrefler. 


Autumne. 




^olus. 


Bacchanalian. 
Bounty. 




Maskers. 
3 Clowns. 
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ACT. I. 






A N Alt A R. 




1 £ri/^ iht Prieil of the Sun. 




1 Raybrighl diJarva-idJUepUig. 


ii 


\ ■'*'■■ IRSZS^t y°"r 'unes, you fweet-voic'd fpean 

1 II E^Sil C^^'^ '''^ fancies, ope his ears, 
\ y ijyl now awake him. begin. 




SONG. 




Fancies are butftreamt 
ofvmnpUa/ure: 


1 


. m 
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7h^ -who by their dreams 

truejoks mtafurt; 
Feajlingjjlarvt ; laughing, wt(p ; 
playing f mart, whilftinJUep 
fools ivith_^adows/miling, 
wake and finde 
hopes like wt'nde. 
Idle hopes beguiling. 
Thoughts ftie away, Time hath pafl 'em 
Wake nov', awake, fee and ft 

Hay. That I might ever (lumber, and enjof I 
Contents as happie as the foul's befl. wilbes 
Can fancie or imagine, 'tis a craeltie 
Beyond example, to ufurp the peace 
I late iothron'd in, who was't pluck'd mce from it 

fr. Young man look hither. 

Jiay, Good ; I envie not 
The pomp of your high office : all prefennent 
Of earthly glories are to me difeafes, 
Infeifling thofe found pans which (hould preferve 
Tlip flattering retribution to my ihankfnlnefs ; 
The times are better to me ; there's no tafte 
Left on the pallate of my difcontent 
To catch at emptie hopes, whofe onely bleffednefe 
Depends on beeing mU'erable. 

Pr. Hay bright : 
Thou drawJl thy great defcent from my grand patron I 
the Sun ; whofe priefl I am. 

Xay- For fmall advantage ; 
Hee who is high-bom never mounts yon battlemeot 
Of fparkling ftars, nnlefs I bee in fpirit 
As humble as ilie childe of one that fwcats 
To eat the dear-earn'd bread of honefl thrift. 

/v. Hafl thou not flow'd in honorsi 

Ray. Honors, I'de not bee baited with my fears 
Of loofing em, to bee their monftrous creature 
An age together, 'tis befide as comfortable 
To die upon the embrodrie of the grafs, 
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I Unminded, as to fet a world at gaze, 
I Whilll from a pinacle I tumble down 
I And breake my neck, to bee talk'd of, and wonder'd 
at 
J¥. You have worn rich habits. 
Say. Fine Afs-trap pings. 
A Pedler's heir lum'd gallant, follows faihion. 
Can by a crofs-legg'd Tailor be transform'd 
Into a Jack a napes of pafTmg bravery : 
'Tis a (lout happinefs to wear good clothes, 

Yet live and die a fool mew. 

H: You have had choice 
Of beauties 10 enrich your niatriage-bed. 

Say. Monkyes and Parakeeloes are as preltie 
To play withall, tho not indeed fo gentle. 
Honellie's indeed a fine jewel, but the Indies 
^Vhere it grows is hard 10 bee difcovered, troath (ir 
I care for no long travels with loft labor. 

Pr. Pleafures of every fence have been your fer- 
vants, 
"When as y'ave commanded them. 

Say. To threaten ruine, 
Corrupt the puiitie of knowledg, wrefl, 
Defires of .better life, to thofe of thefe 
This fcurvie one, this life fcarce worth the keeping. 

Pr. 'Tis melancholy, and too fond indulgence 
To your own duU'd afledtions : fway your judgment, 
You could not elfe bee thus lod, or fufpedl 
The care your anceftor the Sun takes of yee. 
fcBL,^ Say. The care, the fcom hee throws on race. 
' Pr. Fie, fie ; 

Have you been fent out into ftrange lands, 
Seen Courts of forreign Kings, by them been grac'd, 
I To bring home fuch negleift. 
Say. I have reafon for't. 
Pr. Pray (hew it. 

Say. Since my coming home I have found 
More fweels in one unprofitable dream, 
Then in my lives whole pilgrimage. 
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Pr. Your fantafie 
Mifleads your judgment vainly, fii in brief 
I am to lell you, how I have receiv'd 
From your Progenitor, my Lord, the Sun, 
A token, that he vifibly will defcend 
From the celeflial orbe to gratifie 
all your wiide longings. 

Ray. V^-Tj likely, when pray : 
The world the whiles (hall be beholding to him 
For a long night, new maTried men will curfe, 
Tho their brides tickle for't, oh ! candle and lanthon 
Will grow to an exceflive rate i'lh Citie. 

Pr. Thefe are but flaihes of a brain difordered. 
Coniein your float of fpleen in feemly bounds, 
Your eies (hall bee your witnefs. 

Ray. Hee may come. 

Enter Time with a whip, whipping Follie 
before Mm. 
Tim. Hence, hence, thou fliame of nature, tast 
kindes foil : 
Time whipps thee from the world, kicks thee, an 
fcorns thee. 
Fol. Whip me from the world, why whip ? am , 
a dog, a cur, a mungrel ; baw waw. Do thy worft, 
defie thee. 

Sings. / uiiil rare andfquander. 

Cozen, and bee drunk too ; 

I will ntaintein my Pander, 

Keep my Horf and Punch too j 

brawl andfatfflt, 

Jhift and Jhuffle, 

Swagger in my PotmeeUi : 

Dammes rank with, 

do madpramk with 

Hoarin^ botes and oatmeals. 

Pox a time, I care not, 
being pajt 'lis nothing : 
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rU befrte and /pare net, 
forrows art lives loathing: 
melancholy 
is but folly. 
Mirth and youth are plotters. 
Time go hang Hue, 
I will bang thee, 
Tltougk I die in cotters. 
And what think you of this, you old doting tnoth- 
eaten bearded rafcal ; as I am FoUie by tlie mothers 
fide, and a true-bred Gentleman, I will fing thee to 
death, if thou vex niee : Cannot a man of falliion, for 
his pieafure, put on now and then his working-day 
robes of humility, but he mufl prefently be fubjedl to 
a Beadles rod of Correiflion ; goe mend thy felfe 
Caniball, 'tis not without need, I am fure the Times 
were never more beggerly and proud, waitiug-women 
flant it in Caft-fuits, and their Ladies fall for em; 
knaves over-brave wife men, while wife men (land 
with cap and knee to fooles : PilifuU Time 1 pitifutl 
Time! 

JJ. Out foul, prodigious, and abortive birth ; 
Behold the fand glalTe of tliy dayes is broke. 
Fol. Bring me another, I'le fiiatter that too. 
Ty. No ; th'aft mifpent thy hours, iavifti fool, 
like 
The circuit of thy life, in ceafelefle riots 
It is not therefore fit that thou (houldfl live 
In fuch a Court as the Sunnes Majefty 
Vouchfafes to illuminate with his bright beames. 

Fol. In any Court, father bald-pate, where my 
granam the Moon (hews het homes, except the Con- 
fillory Court, and there (he need not appeare ; Cuck- 
olds Carry fuch (harp Steletloes in their fore-heads, I'le 
live here and laugh at the bravery of ignorance, 
mauger thy fcurvie and abhominable beard. 

Ty. Prieft of the Sunne 'tis neere about the 
minute, 
thy Patron will defcend, fcourge hence this trifle; 





Time is ne're lofl, liil in the common Schools 
Of impudence, lime meets with wilful! fooles. 

Fot. Farewell 1538, I might have faid five ihoit 
fand, but the others long enough a Confcience to t 
honeCl Condition'd, pox on him ) it's a notable railin| 
whipper, of a plam Time whipper. 

Pre, You heard the charge he left. 

Fol. I, I, a may give a charge, a has been a petQ 
Court-holder ever fince he was a minute old, he tooo^ 
you for a fore-man of a June. 

Ray. Pray fir, what are you % 

Fol. Noe matter what, what are you \ 

Ray. Not as you are, I thank my better fates, 
1 am grand child to the Sun. 

Foi. And I am Cofen german, fome two or thi 
hundred removes off, to the Moon, and my nanu 
Folly. 

Ray. Folly, fir of what quality 1 

Fi^. Quality ; any quality in fafhion : Drinkei] 
Whoring, Singing, Dancing, Dicing, Swearing, Rorii 
Foifling, Lying, Cogging, Canting, &' cetera, will yo 
have any more, 

Ray. You have a merry heart, if you can guid il 

Fol. Yes faith ; fo, fo, I laugh not at thofe whor 
I feaxe, I fear not thofe whom I love, and I love no 
any whom I laugh not at, pretty ftrange humor, irft 
notT 

Ray. To any one who knowes you not, it is. 

Pre. You mufl a void. 



Fol. 



Enter Recorders. 
Away away, I have no fuch meaning inde 



Pre. Hark the faire hour is com, draw to 

Alter, 
And with amazement, reverence, and_ comfort 
Behold the broad ey'd tamp of heaven defcending,— 

Stand The Sunne aiope. 
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Gierious and bright, he here we bend 
Btjore Ihy throne, trembling, attend 
Thy faered pleafures, be plcafed then 
Tojhower thy comforts downe, that men 
May freely tafle in lifts extreams 
The ill/2 uetice of ihy powerfuil dreams. 

Ray. Let not my fate too fwiftly runne. 
Till thou acknowledge me thy funne. 
Oh iheres no joy even from the wombe. 
Of frailty : till we be called home. 

Fol. Now am I an arrant rafcail, and cannot fpeak 
one word for my (elfe, if I were hang'd. 

^*«. Ray -bright. 

Pre. It calles yee, anfwer. 

Ray, Lord and Father. 

Sun. We know thy cares, appear to give releafe, 
Boldly make ihy demands, for we wil pieafe 
To grant what ere thou faill for. 

Ray. Fair beam'd fir j 
I dare not greedily prefer 
Etemitie of earths delights, 
Before that dutie which invites 
My filial pietie, in this 
Your love (hall perfect my hearts Wife ; 
If I, but for one onely year. 
Enjoy the feveral pleafures here, 
With every fcafon in his kinde. 
Can blefs a mortal with. 

Sun. I finde 
Thy reafon breeds thy appetite, and grant it 
Thou mafler'll thy defire, and fhall not want it ; 
To the fpring garden let him bee convey'd. 
And entertain'd there by that lovely maid : 
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AU the varieties the Spring can (hew, 
Be fubjeO to his will. 

Pre. Lights Lord, wee go. 

fel. And I will follow, that am not in love \ 
fuch fopperies. B 

Sun. We mud defcend, and leav a while 
fphere 

To greet the worid ha, there does now appear 

A circle in this round, of beames that fliine. 
As if their friendly lights would darken mine : 
No let em ihine out dill, for thefe are they, 
By whofe fweet favors, when our warmths decay, 
Even in the Ilorms of winter, daily nourilh 
Our ai^ive motions, which in Summer flourifh 
By their fair quickning dews of noble loves : 
Oh may yon all like flars, whilft fwift time moves, 
Stand Axt in firmaments of bled contents : 
Mean while recreations wee prefent, 
Shall drive to pleafe ; 1 have the foremod trafl 
Each feafon elfe begins and ends an A€i 
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Enter S/>ring, Raybrighl, Youth, Hadlh, and D^^U, 

Spr. WJ Elcom the mother of the year, 

V V Spring ; 

That mother on whofe back age re're can fit. 
For ape dill waits upon her that Spring the Nurie ; 
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Whofe milk the Summer fucks, and is made wanton. 

Phyfitian lo the fick. ftrength to the found ; 

By whom all things above, ami under-ground 

Are quickned with new heal, frefh blood, brave vigor, 

That Spring on thy fair cheeks, in kiffes laies 

Ten thoufand welcoras, free as are thofe raies 

From which thy name thou borrowed : glorious 

Raybri^ht, as bright in peribn as in fame. 

Ray. Your eies amai'd mee firfl, but now mine 
ears 
Feel your tongues charms, in you move all the 

fphears. 
Oh Ladie ! would the Sun, which gave mee life, 
Had never fent me to you. 

Spr. Why I all my veins 
Shrink up, as if cold Winter were com back. 
And with his frozen beard have nuram'd my lips 
To hear that figh (ly from you. 

Ray. Round about mee 
A firmament of fuch full bleffings (liine, 
I in your fphear feem a flar more divine 
Than in my Fathers Chariot ; fhould 1 ride 
One year about the world in all his pride. 

Sp. Oh that fweet breath revives mee ! if thou 
never 
Part'Il hence (as part thou (halt not) bee happie ever. 

Ray. I know I (hall. 

Spr. Thou to buy, whofe (late T 
Kings would lay down their crowns, freih Youth wait, 
I charge thee, 0(1 my darling. 

You. Madam I (hall. 
And on his fmoeth cheek fuch fweet rofes fet, 
You dill (hall fit to gather then, and when 
Their colours fade, brave (hall fpring agen. 

Spr. Thou (without whom they that have hills of 
gold 
Are flaves and wretches) Health that canll nor be 
fold 
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Nor bought, I charge tliee make his heart a tower 
Guarded, for there lies the Springs paramour. 

H<a. One of my hands is writing flill in heaven, 
(For that's Healths librarie) t'other on the earth 
Is Phyficks treafurer, and what wealth thofe lay 
Up for my queen, all Ihall his will obay. 

Ray. Mortalitie fure falls from me. 

Spr. Thou to whofe tunes 
The five nice Sences dance ; thou that do(l fpin 
Thofe golden threds all women love to winde, 
And but for whom, man would cut off 

kinde. 
Delight not bafe, but noble, touch thy Lire, 
And fill my Court with brighteft Delphi ck fire. 

Del. Hover, you wing'd Muficians, in the air 
Clouds kav your dancing, no windes (lir but fair. 

Hea. Leav bludring March 

SONG. 

What birdfofingi, yelfo does wail, 
' Tis Philomel the Nightingale ; 
7^^' y^^i y^Sg' Ttruejhe cries. 

And hating earth, to keauenjht files Cuikom.,^ 

Ha, ha, hark, hark, the Cuckowsfing 
Cuckow, to wekom in the Spring. 
Brave prickfong ; who is' I now we hear ! 
' Tis the larks ftlver leer a leer : 
Chirrup the Sparwow flies away ; 
For heefell too't ere break of day. 
Ha, ha, hark, hark, the Cuckcows fing 
Cuckow, to weUom in tht Spring. 

Spr, How does my fun-bom fweet-heart like 
queen ; 
Her court, her train. 

Ray. Wondrous, fuch ne're were feen. 

Hea. Freflier and freflier paftimes, one delight 
Is a difeafe to th' wanton appetite. 
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Dd. Muftcic take Ecchoes voice, and dance quick 
rounds 
To ihine owne times in rcpercuflive founds. Exit 

Eccko of Cornets. 
Spr. Enough I J wiH not weary tliee, pleafurcs 
change. 
Thou, as ihe Sun in a free zodiack range. 

Enter Delight. 

Del. A company of rural fellows, fac'd 
Like lovers of your Laws, beg to bee grac'd 
Before your Highnefs, to prefent ihetr fport 

Spr. Whalis'tl 

DeL A Morris. 

Spr. Give them our Court ; 
Stay, thefe dull birds may make thee Hop thine ear, 
Take thou my lightning, none but Laurel here 
Shall Tcape thy blading ; whom thou will confound 
Smite ; let thofe (land, who in thy choice fit crown'd. 

itay. Let thefe then, I may furfet elfe on fwecta. 
Sound fleeps do not (lili he in Princes (heets. 

Spr. Becken the Rurals in, the Country-gray 
Seldom ploughs ireafon, IhouldH thou be dotn away. 
By great ones, thats my fear, 

Ray. Fear it not Lady ; 
Should all the worlds black forceries bee laid 
To blow mee hence, 1 move not. 

Spr. I ara made MorrU 

In that word the earths Emprefs-^— 
Are not thefe fports (00 ruHick % 

Ray. No ; prelly and plealing. 

Spr. My youngeft girte, the violet-breathing May, 
Being tolil by Ehra that my love dwelt here, 
Is com to do you fervice, will you pleafe 
To honor her arrivall. 

Ray. I fhall attend. 

Spr. On then, and bid my rofie -finger'd May 

Morris 
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Rob hills and dales, with fweets to ftrow his way. 
E» 

Jfay. An Emprefs, faift thou, fain in love with a 

Jv/. Shee's a great woman, and all great womi 
wilh to be EmprelTes ; her name, the Latlie Humor. 

Ray. Strange name, I never faw her, knew b 
not: 
What kinde of creature is (hee I 

Fol. Creature I of a skin foft as Pomatum, fleefc i 
Jellie, wliite as blanch 'd Almonds ; no Mercers wi 
ever handled yard with a prettier breath ; fweel as 
Monkies; lips of cherries, teeth of pearle, eies i 
diamond, fool and leg as 

Ray. And what's thy name 1 

Fol. 'Tis but a folly to ttll it, my name is Folly. 

Ray. Humor and Folly ; to my lillning ear 
Thy Ladies praifes often have been fung, 
The trumpet founding forth her graceful beauties. 
Kindles high flames within me to behold her. 

Fol. Shee's as hot as you for your heart. 

Ray. This Ladie, call'd the Spring, i 
trifle. 

Fol. A green ficknefs thing, 1 came by the way 
a hobby-horfe letter of Attorney, fent by mj- l^ie 
a Ipie to you : Spring a hot I-adie, a few fields ant 
gardens lafs, 'can you feed upon faliets 
eat like an AfTe upon graife every day at my Ladies 
coms to you now a Goofe, now a Woodcock, nothiaj 
but fowl ; fowl pies, platters all cover'd with foul, aa< 
is not fowl very good fare 1 

Ray. Yea marry is't fir, the fowl being 
clean. 
My admiration wades it felf in longings 
To fee this rare piece, I'le fee her ; what are Kings^- 

were not their 
Pleafures varied ; fluU not mine then 1 fliould day 
Lall ever, 'twould bee loath'd as night. 
Change is the fawce that Iharpens appetite ; 
The way, I'le to her. 
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Jvl. The way is windie and narrow ; for look you, 
I do but winde this Cornet, ajid if another anfwer it, 
Ihc corns. 

Hay. Be quick ilien Cornets. 

1 1talian 



Hum. Is this that flower the Spring fo dotes 
upon 1 

FoL This is that hony-fuckie, (he fticks in her 
ruffe. 

Hum. A bedfellow for a Fairie. 

Ray. Admir'd perfedlion I 
You let my praifes to fo high a tune, 
My merits cannot reach em. 

Hum. My heart-ftrings fliail then, 
As mine eie gives that fentence on thy perfon ; 
And never was mine eie a corrupt Judg, 
That Judg to fave thee would condemn a world, 
And lofe mankinde to gain thee ; 'tis not the Spririg, 
With all her gawdy arbors, nor perfumes 
Sent up in flattering incenfe to the Sun, 
Tot fbooting glames at her, and for fending 
Wliole quires of fingers to her every raorn. 
With all her amorous fires, can heat thy blood 
As I can with one kiffe. 

£ay. The rofe-lipp'd dawning 
b not fo melting, fo delicious. 
Tune mee into a bird that I may fit 
SdU finging in fuch boughs. 

Foi. What bird 1 

Soi. A Ring-tayL 

Hu. Tl;ou (halt be tum'd to nothing but to 
mine, 
My Mine of pleafures which no hand fhall rifle 
itat this, which in warm Neiflar bathes the palm ; 
Invent fom other tyres ; mufick ; flay ; nouc 

Fel. Hoy- day. 

X 2 
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Hu. New gowns, frefli fafliions, I am not brave '| 
enough 
To make thee wonder at me- 

Ray. Not the Moon 
Riding at midnight in her criRal Chariot, 
With all her Courtiere in their robes of (lars 
Is half To glorious. 

Hu. This feather was a bird of Paradice, 
Shall it bee yours. 

Ray. No Kingdome buies it from mee. 

Fel. Being in fools paradice he muft not lofe his.^ 
bawble. 

Ray. I am wrapt. 

Fol. In your mothers fmock. 

Ra. I am wrapt above mans being, in being I 
fpher-d 
In fuch a globe of rarities, but fay Ladie 
What thefe are that attend you. 

Hu. All my attendants 
Shall be to thee fwom fervants. 

Fol. Follie is fwom to him already, never to teav | 

Ray. Hee. 

Fol. A French Gentleman that trayls a Spanilli I 
pike. A Tailor. 

Tay. Wee Mounfieur, hey nimbia upon dc crolle I 
caper, me take a de meafure of de body from de top4 
2 de noddle to de heel and great loe, oh tliHi de fine : f 
dis coller is cut out in anger fcurvie, oh dis beefhes j 
pincha de bum, me put one French yard into de toder j 
hofe. 

Fol. No French yards, they want a yard at leaft. 

Ray. Shall I bee brave then 1 

Hu. Golden as the fun. 

Ra. What's hee that looks fo fmickly ? 

Fol. A Flounder in a frying-pan, ilill skipping, one 
that loves mutton fo well, he alwaies carries capen'l 
about him ; his brains lie in his legs, and his legs fervel 
him to no other ufe then to do tricks, as if he had J 
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bought em ofajugler, hee's an Italian dancer, his 
naiae 

Dan. Signior Lavolta {MelTer mio) me telha all de 
bella Corantoes, galliardaes, piainettaes, capeorettacs, 
aroorettaes dolche dolche to declamante do bona 
lobaes de Tufcana. 

Jiay. I ne're (hall be fo nimble. 

Fol. Yes, if you powr quick-filver into your (liiii* 
bones, as he does. 

Ray. This now 1 

J^ol. A mod fweet Spaniard. 

Spa. A Confecianador, which in your tongue is, a 
Comfit-maker, of Toledo, I can teach fugar to Hip down 
your throat a million of waies. 

Fol. And the throat has but one in all, oh 
Taltdo! 

Spa. In Contervs, candies, marmalades, finkadoes, 
ponadoes, marablane, Bergaraotu, aranxues muria, 
lymons, berengenas of Toledo, oriones, potataes of 
Malaga, and ten millions more. 

fol. Now 'tis ten millions, a Spaniard can mul- 
tiply. 

Spa. I am your fervidor. 

Ray. My pallate pleas'd to, what's this lad ? 

SoL I am a Gun that can rore, two (leletloes tn 
one (heath, I can fight and bounce too, my Ladie by 
mee, prefents this (word and belt to you. 

Ray. Incomparable Midrefle. 

Hu. Put them on. 

Sol. rie drill you how to giue the lie, and dab in 
the punto, if you dare not fight, then how to vamp a 
rotten quarrel without ado. 

Ray. How ; dare not fight I there's in me the 
Suns fire. 

Hu. No more of this, dances awake the raufick, 
O yes ! Mufick I 

Ray. No more of this, this fword arms me for 
battel. 

Hu. Com then, let thou and I rife up in anns, 
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The field embraces, kifles our alarms. 

Foi. A dancer and a Tailor, yet (land dill ; flrik8 
up. Danes, 



Enter SP'-hig, Health, Youth, Delight. 

Spr. Oh ! ihou inticing ilnimpet, how duril thou 
Throw thy voluptuous fpells about a Temple 
That's conTecrate to me. 

Hu. Poor Spring, goodie herb-wife ; 
How dar'ft thou caft a glance on this rich jewel 
J ha bought for mine own wearing. 

Spr. Bought I art thou fold then 1 

.Ray. Yes, with her gifts, (he buyes me with 1 
graces, 

Heal. Graces 1 A Witch. 

Spr. What can fhe give thee. 

£ay. All things. 

Spr, Which 1 for one bubble cannot add a fea too 

Fol. And (hew him a hobbie-horfe in mylikenefs, 

Spr. My J?aydrrghi, hear me ; I regard not thef& 

Fay. What dowrie can you bring me ? 

Spr, Dowrie ! ha ! is't com to this I ara 1 held 
poor and bafe 1 
A girdle make, whofe buckles (Iretch'd toth' length 
Shall reach trom th'artick to th'antartick pole : 
VVhat ground foever thou canft with that inclofe 
I'le give thee freely, not a Lark that calls 
The morning up, (hall build on any turf 
ilut (hee (hall be thy tenant, call thee Lord, 
And for her rent pay thee in change of fongs. 

Fity. 1 muft turn bird-catcher. 

Fol. Do you think to have him for a fong ? 

Hii. Live with mee dill, and all the meafures 
Plaid to by the fpheres, I'le teach thee ; 
Let's but thus dallie, all the pleafures 
The Moon beholds, her man (hall reach thee. 

Fay. Divined 1 

Fel. Here's a haAy. 
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Spr. la't come lo who gives mod ) 
The felf fame Bay tree into which was turn'd : 
Ptneian Daphne, I have Hill kept green ; 
That tree fhall now be ihine, about it fit 
All the old poels with freth Lawrel Crownd, 
Singing in verfe the praife of cliaftity ; 
Hither when thou llialt come, they all Ihall rife. 
Sweet Cantoes of thy love, and mine to fing : 
And invoke none but thee as Dtlian King. 

May. Live by finging ballets 1 

Fe!. Oh ! bafe, turn poet, I would not be one 
my felf. 

Hii. Dwell in mine armes, aloft wee'I hover, 
And fee fields of armies fighting: 
Oh ! part not from mee, I will difcover 
There, all but books of fances writing ; 

Del. Not far oif (lands the Hipocrenian well, 
Whither i'le leade thee, and but drinking there, 
To welcome thee, nine Mufes (hall appear : 
And with full bowles of knowledge thee infpire. 

Ray. Hang knowledge, drowne your mufe. 

Fol. I, I, or they'l drown themfelves in Sack & 
Claret. 

Hu. Do not regard their toyes, 
Be but my darling, age to (ree thee 
From her curfe, (hall fall a dying ; 
Call me iheir Empreffe ; time to fee thee 
Shall forget his an of (iying. 

Ray. Oh ! my all excellence. 

Sp. Speake thou for me ; I am fainting. 

Heal. Leave her, take this and travel, tell the 
world 
I'le bring thee in to all the Courts of Kings ; 
Where thou (hall (lay, and learn their langnages ; 
KilTe Ladies, revell out the nights in dancing ; 
The day in manly pailiraes ; fnatch from time 
His glaffe, and let the golden fands run forth 
As thou (halt jogg them, riot it, go brave ; 
Spend halfe a world, my Queen (liail beare thee out : 
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Yet all this while, Iho thou climb hills of yeares, 
Shall not one wrinckje fit upon ihy brow, 
Nor any fickneffe (hake thee ; Youth and Health, 
As flavea, lliall lackie by thy Chariot wheeles ; 
And who, for two foch jewelles, would not fell 
The Eajl, and Wejt Indies ; both are thine, fa 
that 

Hay. What) 

Fal. All lies gallap o're the world, and not 
old, nor be fick j a lie ; one gallant went but into 
France lad day, & was never his own man fince, 
another (lept but into the low Countries, and 
drunk dead under the table, another did but peep 
into England, and it coil him more in good 
blowne up to him under his window, by Drums and 
Trumpets, then his whole voiage, befides he run mad 

Hu. Here's my lad farewel, ride along with me, 
I'le raife by art, out of bafe earth, a pallace ; 
A\'hither thy felfe, waving a Chrillal aream, 
Shall call together the mod glorious fpirits 
Of all the Kings that have been in the world ; 
j\nH they (hall come onely to feafl with thee. 

Jiay Rare ! 

Hu. At one end o( this pallace (ball be beard 
That Mufique which gives motion to the Heaven ; 
And in the midle Orpheus Hiall fit and wee}), 
For forrow that his Lute had not the chaniies 
To bring his faire EnredUe from hell ; 
Then at an other end 

Ray. rie hear no more ; 
This ends your (Irife, you onely I adore. 

Sp. Ob ! I am fick at heart ; unthankfull man 
'Tis thou hafl wounded mee, (arewel. Jht is Ud iiu 

Ray, Farewell ? 

Fol. Health, recover her; firrah Youth, look to 
her. 

Hea. That bird that in her nefl fleeps out thft 
fpring 
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May fly in Summer, but with fickly wing. Exit. 

Ray. I owe ibee for this pill, DoiSlor. 

Hu. The Spring will Dye fure. 

Ray. Let her 1 

Hu. If (he does, Folly here is a kind of a foolith 
poet. 
And he (hall write her Epitaph. 

Ray. Againll the morning 
See it then writ, and Tie reward thee for it 

Fol. It (hall not need, 

Ray. 'Tis like it (hall not need, this is your Folly- 

Hu. He (hall be ever yours. 

Fol. I hope ever to be mine own folly, 
Hee's one of our fellows. 

Hu. In triumph now I lead thee; no, be thou 
Crfar, 
And lead me. 

Ray. Neither ; wee'l ride with equall (late 
Both in one Chariot, fmce we have equall fate. 

Hu. Each do his oihce to this man your Lord ; 
For tho Delight, and Youth, and Health (hould leave 

him. 
This Ivory gated pallace (hall receive him. Exit. 



A(5tus Tertius, 



Enter Raybright Melancholy. 
Ray. /^H my deer love the Spring, I am cheated 
\^ of thee ; 
Thou hadll a body the four elements 





3H 

Dwelt never in a fairer ; a minde princely : 

Thy language like thy fingers, Mufical. 

How coole wert tliou in auger, in thy dyet 

How temperate, and yet fumptuous ; thou wouldfl not 

wafte 
The waight of a fad violet in exceffe ; 
yet (lill thy board had diOies numbcrlcITe. 
Dumbe beads even lov'd thee ; once a young Lark 
Sate on thy hand, and gazing on thine eyes 
Mounted and fung, thinking them moving skies 

Enter Ju)//ie. 

Fol. I ha don my Lord : my Mufe has pump'a 
hard for an Epitaph u[K)n the late departed ^ 
and here her lines fpring up. 

Say. Read. 

Fol. Read ; fo I will, pleafe you to reach mee your " 
high ears. 

Here lUs the Milh Spring, 
IVhn firfl taught birds tojing ; 
ya in April herftl/fell a crying: 
Then May growing hot 
A fweaiing ficktirfs Jhee got, 
A tid thefirjl of yune lay a dying. 
Yet no month can fay 
But her merry daughter May 
Stuek her Coffin ■withfla^oers ^eat plenty, 
The Cuckowfung in verfe 
An Epitaph dre her herfe, 
But affure you the lines were not dainty. 

Jtay. No more are thine, thou Ideot ; hail ihou 
none 
To poifon with thy naftie iggs but mine, 
My matchlefs frame of nature, Creations wonder. 
Out of my fight. 

Fol. I am not in't, if I were, you'd fee but fcurvily 
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you finde fauh as Patrons do with books, to give 
nothing. 
Ray. Yes ball'd one, beaftly bate one, blockifh 

Vex me not fool, turn out a doors your rorer, 
French Tailor, and that Spanifh ginger-bread. 
And your Italian skipper ; then fir, your felf. 

Fol. My felf ! Carbonado me, baflinado me, 
(Irapado me, hang me, I'le not flir ; poor Follie, 
honed Follie, jocundarj- Follie forfake your Lordfliip ; 
no true Gentleman hales me, and how many women 
are given daily to me (if I would take em) fome not 
far off know; Tailor gon, Spanifh figg gon, all gon 
butl 



Enter Humor ^ 

Hu. My waiters coiled off by yoii, you flea them ; 
Whence com ihefe thunder- bolts, what furies haunt 
you 1 

Ray. You. 

Fol. Shee ! 

Ray. Yes, and thou. 

Fol. Baw waw. 

Ray. I fhail grow old, difeas'd, and melancholy ; 
For you have robb'd me both of Youth and Health, 
And that delight my Spring beflow'd upon me ; 
But for you two, I lliould be wondrous good : 
By you I have been cozen'd, baffled, and torn 
From the embracements of the noblell creature. 

Hu. Your .Spring. 

Ray. Yes (he, even (he, onely the Spring : 
One morning (pent with her, was worth ten nights 
With ten of the prime beauties in the world : 
She was unhappie never, but in two fons, 
MireA a rude roring fool. 

Foi. And Aprii a whining puppie. 

Hu. But Atay was a fine piece. 

Ray. Mirror of faces. 
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Fol. Indeed May was a fweei creature, and yet a 
great raifer of May-poles. 

ffu. When will you fing my praifes thus? 
Hay. Thy praifes, that art a common creature. 
Ifu. Common ! 
Ray. Yes, common : I cannot paffe through any 
Princes Court, 
Through any Countrie, Camp, Town, Citie, Village, 
But up your name is cried, nay curs'd ; a vengeance 
On this your debauch'd Humor. 

Fol. A Vintner fpoke thofe very words la(l nighty 
to a company of ronng boies, that would not pay^ 
their reckoning. 

Ray. How many baftards hall thou % 

Hu. None. 

Ray. 'Tis a lie, bee judg by this yoiu: fqiiire elfe, 

Fol. Squire I worlhipful M' FoUie. 

Ray. The Courtier has his Humor, has he not 

Folliel 
Fol. Yes many has he, foUie ; the Courtier's 
humor is to bee braue, and not pay for't ; to bee proud, 
and no man cares for't. 

Ray. Brave Ladies have their humors. 

Who has to do with that, but brave Lords. 
Your Citizens have brave humors. 
Oh ! but their wives have tickUng humors. 
Yet don. 

Humor Madam, if all are your badards that 

are given to humor you, you have a companie of as 

arrant rafcals to your children, as ever went toth* 

gallows ; a Collier being drunk joflell'd a Knight into 

the kennel, and cry' d 'twas his humor; the Knight 

broke his coxcomb, and that was his humor. 

Ray. And yet you are not common. 

Hu. No matter what I am : 

Raile, curfe, be frantick, get you to the tomb 

Of your rare Miftrefle ; dig up your dead Spring 

And lie with her, kiile her; me, have you loft. 

Fol. And I Icorn to be found- 



Ray. 



Fol. 
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Ray. Stay ; muH I lofe at! comfort, deareft flay; 
There's fuch a lieal of magick in thofe eies, 
I'mc charm'd to kiffe thefe onely. 

Foi. Are you fo 1 kilTe on, I'le be kifs'd fom 
where I warrant. 

Hay. I will not leav my Follie for a world, 

Fol. Nor 1 you for ten. 

Jiay. Nor Uiee my love, for worlds pil'd upon 
iv-orlds. 

Hii. If ever for the Spring you do but figh, I take 
my bells. 

Foi. And I my hobby-horfe, — Will you be merry 
than, and jawfand. 

Jiay. As merry as the Cuckows of the fpring. 

Foi. Again, 

Jiay. How Ladie, lies the way 1 

Hu. I'ie be your convoy, 
And bring you to the Court of the Suns queen, 
(Summer a glorious and majeftick creature) 
Her face out-fhining the poor Springs, as far 
As a fun-beam doe's a lamp, the moon a liar. 

Fay. Such are the fpheres I'de move in, attend us 
FoUie. Ext 

Enter Raybrtght and Humor. 

Ray. I mufe, my nimble Follie ftaies lb long. 
Mu. Hee's quick enough of foot, and counts, (I 

That minute caft away, not fpent on you. 

Ray. His companie is mufick, next to yours ; 
Both of you are a Confort ; and I, your tunes 
Lull me aileep, and when I moil am fad. 
My forrows vanifli from me in foft dreams : 
But how far mud we travel, is it our motion 
Puts us in this heat ; or is the air 
In love with us, it clings with fuch embraces. 
It keeps us in this warmth. 

Hu. This fliews, her Court 
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Is not far off, you covet fo to (ee : 

Her fubjedls feidom kindle needleCTe fires, 

The Sun lendii them his flames. 

Ray, Has Ihe rare buildings. 

Hu. Magnificent and curious ; every noon 
The horfes of the day bait there ; whilfl he 
(Who in a golden Chanot makes them gallo] 
In twelve hours o're the world) alights a whi' 
To give a love-kilTe to the Summer-queen. 

May. And ihall we have line Cgbts there! 

Hu. Oh! 

Ray. And hear more raviftiing mufick I 

Hu. All the (juirifters 
That learn't to fuig i'th Temple of the Spring ; 
Bui her attain fuch cunning, that when the windes 
Rore and are mad, and clouds in anlick gatnbols 
Dance o're our head, their voices have fuch charms, 
They"! all fland ftiil to liilen 

Ray. Excellent 

Enter FMe. 

Fol. I fweat like a pamper'd jade of Afia, an 
diop lilte a Cob-nut out of Africa 

Enter a Forrtjler. 

For, Back : whither go you? 
Oyes ! this way. 

For. None mufl paffe : 
Here's kept no open Court ; our Queen this day 
Rides forth a hunting, and the air being hot, 

She will not have rude throngs 10 fiifle her back, 

Exit. 

Enter Summer and Delight, 

Sum. And did break her heart then. 
Del. Yes with difdain. 
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Sum. The heart of my deer mother nurfe the 
Spring, 
I'le breakc his heart for't : had the not a face, 
Too tempting for a '^ove. 

Dei. The graces fate, 
On her faire eye-lids ever, but hia youth 
I*u(ling for change, fb doted on a Lady, 
Phantallick, and yet fair ; a peece of wonder : 
They call her Humor ; and her parafite Ju>//y, 
He cafl the fweet Spring off, and tum'c! us from him ; 
Yet his celeilial kinfman, for young Raybright 
Is the Suns darling ; knowing his jitneying hither 
To fee thy glorious Court, fends mee before 
To attend oh you, and fpend all ray hours 
In care for hira 

Enter Sun. ReeorJers. 

Sum. Obay your charge — oh ihou builder, 
Of me thy hand maid 1 Landlord of :ny life. 
Life of my iove, throne where my glories fit ; 
I ride in tryumph on a filver clowd ; 
Now I but (ee thee. 

Sun. Rife ; is Raybn\ht come yet 

Dei. Not ycL 

Sun. Be you indulgent over him, 
And laviili thou thy treafure 

Enter Plenty. 

Plen. Our princely Cofen Rayhright, 
Your darling, and the worlds delight, is come. 

Sun. Who with them. 

Pie. A goddelTe in a woman, attended 
By a prating fawcie fellow, called pD/lie. 

Sun. They'l confound him, but he fhall run. 
Go and receive him. 

Sum. Your fparkling eyes, and his arivall, drawes 
Heapes of admirers ; eaith it felf will fweat 
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To bear our weights; vouchfafe, bright power, 1 

borrow 
Winds not too rough from Melus, to fan 
Our glowing faces. 

Sun. I will ; ho yEo/us ; 
Unlock the jayle, and lend a w 
To fan my girle the Summer. 



J^O. 


I will. 


Sm. 


No rorere. 


/Be. 


No. 


Sun. 


Quickly. aiAtja. 


,£«. 


Fly you flaves. Summer fweats ; cool her. 




The Sun takn hit feat above. 



Enter Summer, Rayhig/it, Humor, Flatly, Felly, 
Counlry/ellou's and Wenches. 



Hay-makers, Rakers, Reapers and Mowers, 

iVaile on your Summer- Queett, 
Dreffe up with Muik-rofe fur Egleniiru bowers, 
Daffadills Jlrew tlugreene. 
Sing dame attdplay 
'Tis Holy day. 

the Sun dots bravely fltine 
on our ears of o 
Rick as a pearle 
cems every girle, 
this is mine, Ms is mine, this is mine ; 
Let us die, ere away they be bom. 

Bow to the Sun, to our Queen, and thai fair ai 

com to behold ourfports. 
Each bonny lajje here is counted a rare one, 
as thofe in Frinces Courts, 
thefe and wee 
with CouHtrieg 

will teach the woods to refound, 
and the hills with eccko's hollaw ; 




skipping lambs 
ihtir bleating dams 

'mongfi kills JJiall trip it round, 
for Joy thus our wenches we follow. 
Winde, joUie Hunts-men, your neat Bugles Jhrilly, 

Hounds make a lujlie trie ; 
Spring up, you Faulconers, the Partridges freely, 
then let your brave Hawks Jlie. 
Horfes amain 
over ridg, over plain, 

the Dogs have the Stag in chace ; 
'tis afport to content a King. 
So ho ho, through the skies, 
how tfie proud bird flies, 

aitdfowcing kills with a grace. 

Now the Deer falls, hark how they ring. ■ 

The Sun by degrees is clowded. 
Sum. Leav off, the Sun is angry, & has drawn 
A clowf] before his face. 

Hu. He is vex'd to fee 
That proud (lar Ihine near you, at whofe rifiDg 
The Spring fell lick and dy'd ; diink what I told you, 
His Coynes will kill you elfc. 

Sum. It cannot — fair Prince ! 
Though your illuHrious name has touch'd mine ear : 
Till now r never faw you, nor never faw 
A man whom I more love, more hale. 
Hay. Ha Ladie I 

Sum. For him I love you, from whofc glittering 
raies 
You boafl your great name, for that name I hate you, 
Becaufe you kill'd my mother, and my nurfe. 

Plen. Kill'd he my grandmother. Plenty wilt never 
Hold you byth' hand again. 

Sum. Vou have free leave 
To thruft your arm into our treafurie 
As deep as I my felf : Plenty (hall wait 
Still at your elbow, all my fports are youis. 
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Attendants yours, my Hate and glorie's yours; 
But ihefe fliall be as fun-beams from a glaffe 
Reflected on you, not to give you heat 
To dole on a fmooth face, my fpirit's too great 

Jiay. Divined ! F!or^ 

Hu. Let her go, 

Fol. And rie goe after, for I mud and will have %/. 
fling at one of her plum-trees. 

Ray. I ne'rc was fcora'd till now. 

Bu. This is that AUeza, 
That Rhodian wonder, gaz'd at by the Sun : 
I fear'd thine eics Ihouhi have beheld a face. 
The Moon has not a clearer, this ! a dowdie. 

Fol. An Ouzle, this a queen-apple ; or a crab (hi 
gave you. 

Hu. She bid's you (hare her treafure, bul who 
keeps it 

Fol. She point's to trees great with childe with 
fruit, but when delivered grapes hang in ropes, but no 
drawing, not a drop of wine : whole ears of com laj' 
their ears together for bread, but the divel a bit I 
touch. 

Hu. Be rul'd by me once more, leave her, 

Ray. In fcorn, as he doe's me. 

Fol. Scorn ! If I be not deceived, I ha feen 
Summer go up and down with hot Codlings 
little baggage, her daughter Plenty, crying fix bunchem 
of Raddifli for a peny. 

Hit. Thou Ihalt have nobler welcoms, for I'le 
bring thee 
To a brave and bounteous houfe - keeper, free 
Autumnc. 

Fol. Oh ! there's a lad let's go then, 

Rkn. Where's this Prince, my mother; for the 
Indies 
Mud not have you part 

Ra. Mua not I 

Sunt. No ; mud not. 
I did but chide thee like a whirling winde 
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Playing with Icavie dancers ; when I lold thee 
I liated thee, I lied ; I doat upon thee. 
Unlock my garden of th' Hefpericles, 
By draggons kept (the Apples beeing pure go!il) 
Take all that fruit, 'tis thine. 

Pien. Love but my mother, I'le give ihec 
enough to feed the world. 

Ray. I need not golden apples, nor your com ; 
What land foe're, the worlds furveyor, the Sun 
Can meafure in a day, I dare call mine : 
All kingdoms I have right to, I am free 
Of every Countrie ; in the four elements 
I have as deep a Ihare as an Emperor : 
All bealls whom the earth bears are to ferv me, 
All birds to fing to me, and can you catch me 
With a tempting golden Apple. 

Plm. Shee's too good for thee ; 
When (he was bom, the Sun for joy did rife 
Before his time, onely to kille thofe eies, 
Which having touch'd, he ftole from them fuch (lore 
Of light, Qie flione more bright then e're before : 
At which he vow'd, when ever Ihee did die. 
Hee'd fnalch them up, and in his liflers fphere 
Place them, fmce fhe had no two liars fo clear, 

Jiay. Let him now [natch them up away. 

Hu. Aivay, and leav this Gipfie. 

Sum. Oh ! I am loa. 

Hay. Love fcom'd, of no triumph more 
can boaft. 

Plen. This ftrump will confound him. 

Sum. Shee has me deluded 

Enter Sun. 

Sun. Is Raybright gon. 

Sum. Yes, and His fpightful eies 
Have (hot darts through me. 

Sun. I. thy wounds will cure. 
And lengthen out thy dates, his followers g 



then love 
Exit. 

Rccordcn. 



1 




The Siin's-Daylifig. 

Cupid and Fortune take you charge of him. 

Here thou, my brighteft Queen, mud end thy reign, 

Som nine months hence I'le fliine on thee again. 



A6lus Quartus. 



Enter Pomona, Haybright, Cupid and Ferhau^ 

Say. "\70ur entertainment, Autumns bountet 

\ queen, 

Have feafted me with rarities as delicate, 
As the full growth of an abundant year 
Can ripen to my palate. 

Pom. They are but courtings 
Of gratitude to our dread Lord the Sun, 
From whom thou draw'ft thy name; the feall 

Our gardens yield, are much too courfe for thee ; 
Could we contrail the choice of natures plenty 
Into one form, and that form to cotitein 
All delicates, which the wanton fence 
Would reliih : or defire to invent to pleafe it, 
The prefenl were unworthie far to purchafe 
A facred league of friendfliip. 

Pay. I have rioted 
In furfets of the ear, with various mufick 
Of warbling birds ; I have fmelt perfumes of rofes, 
And every flower with which the fredi-trim'd earth 
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Is mantled in : the Spring could mock tny fences 
With thefe fine barren lullabies, die Summer 
Invited my then ranging eics to look on 
Large fields of ripen'd corn, prefenting trifles 
Of waterifh pettie dainties, but my tafte 
Is onely here pleas' d, t'other objei^a claim 
The flyle of fomial, thefe are real bounties. 

Pom. We can tranfcend thy wilhes, whom the 
creatures 
Of every age and qualitie polls, madding 
From land to land, and fea to fea to meet, 
Shalt wait upon thy nod. Fortune and Cupid, 
Lave yield thy quiver, and thine arrows up 
To thb great Prince of Time, before him Fortune, 
Powr out thy mint of treafures, crown him fove- 

reign 
Of what his thoughts can glorie to command : 
He (ball give pairacnt of a roial priie 
To Fortune, Judgment, and to Cupids eies. 

Fort. Be a Merchant, I will fraight thee 
With all ftore that time is bought for. 

Cup. Bee a lover, I will wait thee 
With fuccefTe in life mod fought for. 

For. Be enamored on bright honor, 
And thy greatneffe Ihall (hine glorious. 

Cup. Chaflitie, H thou fmile on her, 
Shall grow fer\'ile, thou vidlorious. 

Fort. Be a warrior, conqued ever 
Shall triumphantly renown thee. 

Cup. Be a Courtier, beauty never 
Shall but with her duty crown thee. 

Fort. Fortunes wheel is thine, de{X>fe me, 
I'me thy llave, thy power hath bound me. 

Cup. Cupids (hafts are thine, difpofe me, 
Love loves love, thy graces wound me. 

Fort. Clip. Live, reign, pitie is fames jewel ; 
We obay, oh I be not cruel. 

Jiay, You raviJb me with infinites, and lay 
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A bountie of more fovereigntie and amaiement. 
Then the Atlas of mortalitie can fuppon 

Enter Humor and Fellit. 

Hu. Whats here. 

Fit. Nay pray obferve. 

Ray. Be my hearts Empreffe, build your kingdoa 
there, 

Hu. With what an eameflncffe he complies. 

Fol. Upon my life he means to turn Coflermonger 
and is projetfling how to foredall the market ; I Iha] 
crie Pippins rarely. 

Ray. Till now, my longings were ne're fatisfied. 
And the defires my faifuall appetite 
Were onely fed with barren exp citations. 
To what I now am fill'd with. 

Fol. Yes we are tili'd and mud be emptied, thel 
wind fruits have dillended my guts into a Lenten 
pudding, theres 00 fat in them, my belly fwells, 1 
my fides tall away, a month of fuch diet would i 
mc a living An atom ie. 

Po. Thefe are too little, more are due to him. 
Thai is the patteme of his fathers glorie ; 
Dwell but aniongR us, indudrie (hall drive. 
To make another arddciall nature ; 
And change all other feafons into ours. 

Hu. Shall my heart breake, I can containe 1 
longer. 

Ray. How fares my lov'd Humor \ 

Hu. A little flirr'd, no matter, i'Je be merry : 
Call for fome Mufick, do not ; i'Je be melancholly. 

Fol. A fullen humor, and common, in a dicer tba 
has loll all his money. 

Po. Lady I I hope 'tis no negleifl of Courtefie 
In us, that fo dirturbs you, if it rife 
From any difcontent, reveal the caufe, 
It (hall be foone removed. 
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Hu. Oh ! my heart, helpe to unlace toy gowne. 

Fol. And unlace your peticoate. 

Hu. Sawcie, how now 1 'tis well you have fome 
fweet heart, fome new frelh fweet heart ; i'me a goodly 
fcole to be thus plaJed on, (lall'd, and foyl'd. 

Po. Why Madam ? 
We can be courteous without (laine of honor; 
Tib not the raging of a luftfull blood 
That we deCte to tame with fatisfaflion : 
Not hath his mafculine graces in our breft 
Kindled a wanton fire, our bounty gives him 
A welcome free, but chafte and honorable. 

Hu. Nay 'lis all one, I have a tender heart. 
Come, come, let's drink. 

Fol. A humor in fafliion with gallants, and brought 
out of tlie low Countries. 

Hu. Fie ! there's no mufick in thee, let us fmg. 

FqI. Here's humor ih the right trim, a few more 
fiich toies would make the Httie world of man runne 
mad, as the Puritan that fold his confcience for a 
May pole FUriJh : Jheuite. 

Ray. The meaning of this mirth. 

Po. My Ijord is coming. 

Ray. Let us attend, to humble our bell thanks, 
For thefe high favours- 
Enter Aulumne & Baccanalian, Humor & FoUie. 

J^m. My deareft Lard, according to th' injunflion 
Of your command, I have with all obfervance, 
Given entertain em en t to this noble llranger. 

Au. The Sun-bom Raybright, minion of my love. 
Let us be twins in heart, thy grandfires beames 
Shine gracioufly upon our fruits, and vines : 
I am his vaffail-fervant, tributarie : 
And for his fake, the kingdomes I poffeffe, 
I will divide with thee, thou Ihalt command 
The Lidiiin Tmoliis, and Campanian mounts, 
To nodd their grape-crownd heads into thy bowleg, 
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Expreffing their rich juice : a hundred graines i 
Both from the BdlUk and Sicilian fiddt. 
Shall be Congelied for thy facrifice 
In Cert! fane, Tiber (liall pay thee Apples, 
And Sicyon Olives, all the Choiced fruits, 
Thy Fathers heat doth ripen. 

iiay. Make me but treafurer 
Of your refpeifled favours, and thai honor 
Shall equal! my ambiti 

Au. My Pomona, 
Speed to prepare a banquet of novelties ; 
Tliis is a day of rcfl, and we the whiles, 
Will fport before our friends, and fiiorten tiine ^ 
With length of wonted revels. 

Pom. I obay : 
Will't pleafe you Madam, a retirement 
From thefe extreames in men, more tollerabl^J 
Will better fit our modedies. 

Jfu. I'le drink, and be a Bacchanalian ; nOi I « 
not ; 
Enter, i'le follow ; (lay, i'le go before. 

Po. Ee'ne what humor pleafeth. ExH. Nori/ha. 

Au. Raybright, a health to Pfieebus Drinks. 

Thefe are the Peaiis which we fnig to him, 
And ye wear no bales, our cups are onely 

Crowned with Lyeus blood, to hira a health 

Driukt, 

Ray. I mud pledge that too. 

Au. Now one other health 
To our grand Patron, called, good fellowihip ; 
Whofe livery, all our people hereabout 
Are call'd in. Drinks. 

Ray. I am for that too. 

Au. 'Tis well, let it go round, and as our cudome 
is 
Of recreations of this nature, joyne, 
Your voices, as you drink, in lively notes ; 
Sing ^os unto Batcus. 

el Hey hoes, a god of windes, there's 
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Fol. 



lead four and twenty of them imprifoned in my 
belly ; if I iigh not forth fome of them, the red will 
break out at the back door ; and how fweet the 
Mufick of their roring will be, let an Irijhmait judge. 
Hay. He is a fongfter too. 

Fol. A very fooUfli one ; my Mufiques naturall, 
and came by inheritance; my father was a French 
Nightingall, and my mother an Englilh wagtaile ; i 
was born a Cuckow in the Spring, and lofl my voice 
in Summer, with laying my egges in a fparrowes neil ; 
but i'le venture for one, fill my dith ; every one take 
his own, and when I hold up my finger, off with it. 
Au. Begin. 

Cafl away care, hes that Loves f arrow, 
Lt7ii^hem not a day, nor can bay to morrow : 
Money is trajk, and he that willfpend it, 
let him drink merrily. Fortune will fend 
it. 
Merrily, Merrily, Merrily, Oh ho. 
Play it off fiiffly, we may not part fo: mer- 

Wine is a Charrne, it heates the blood too. 
Cowards it will arm, if the wine be good too ; 
quickens the wit, and makes tlte back able; 
fcornes tofubmitto the watch or Conftable. 
Merrily, Sec. 

Pots fly about, give us more Liquor ; 
Brothers of a rowt, oar braines wilt flow 
quicker ; 

emptie the Cask, f core up, wee care not, 
fill all the Pots again, drink on, and 

fpart not. 
Merrily, &C 

Now have I more air then ten Muficians, befides 
there is a whirlwinde in my braines, I could both 
caper and turn round. 
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Au, Oh ! a Dance by all meanes, 
Now ceafe your healths, and in an active motion 
Beftir yee nimhly, to lieguile the hours. 

Fol. I am for you in that too, 'twill jogge down the 1 
lees of thcfe rowfes into a freer paHage ; but take J 
heed of fure footing, 'tis a flippery feafon; many I 
men fall by rifmg, and many women are nufed \s$'\ 
falling Daiieik\ 

Au. How likes our friend this pallirae ) 

Ray. Above utterance, 
Ob I how have 1 in ignorance and dullneCTe, 
Run through the progreffe of fo many minutes; 
Accufing him, who was my lifes firft author. 
Of flacknefle and negiedl, whihl I have dream't 
The^/V of my dales in vaine expence, 
Of uielefle tafle and pleafure ; pray my Lord 
Let one health pafle about, whilft I bethink me 
What courfe I am to take, for being deoifon 
In your unlimited courlefies. 

Au. Devife a round, 
You have your liberty. 

Ray. A health to Autumns felfe. 
And here let time hold llill his reftleffe glaffe, 
That not another golden fand may fall 
To mcafure how it paffcth. 

Au. Continue here with me, and hy thy prefcDce 1 
Create me favorite to thy faire progenitor ; 
And be mine heire, 

Ray. I want words to exprefle 
my thankful Inefle. 

Au. What ere the wanton Spring, 
When Ihe doth diaper the ground with beauties. 
Toils for, comes home to Aulumtu, Summers fweats 
Either in pafluring her furlongs, reaping 
The cropp of bread, ripening the fruits for food. 
Autiimnes garners houfe them, Autumnes joliitiea 
Feeds on them ; I alone in every land 
Traffique my ufefull merchandize, gold and Jewells, 
Lordly poffelTions, are for ray commodities 
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Morgae'd and lort, I fit Cheere moderator 

Between the cheek-parch'd Summer, and th' extrearaes 

Of Winters tedious froft ; nay, in my felfc 

I do containe another teaming Spring: 

Suiety of health, profperity of life 

Belongs to Autumnt, if thou then canft hope 

T' inherit immortality in frailty, 

Live here till time be fpent, yet be not old. 

Ray. Under the Sun, you are the yeers great em- 
peror. 

Alt. On now, to new variety of feafls ; 
Princely contents are tit for princely guefls. Exit. 

.Ray. My Lord Tie follow ; fure I am not well. 

Nori/k. 

Fol. Surely I am halfe dnmlt, or monHroully 
mitlaken, you mean to ilay here belike. 

Ray. Whither fliould I go elfe J 

Fol. Nay, if you will kill your felfe in your own 
defence. Tie not be of your Jurie 

Enter Humor. 

Hu. Vou have had precious plcafures, choice of 
drunkennefle ; will you be gon 1 

Ray. I feete a warr within me. 
And every doubt that refolution kills 
Springs up a greater in the years revolution ; 
There cannot be a feafon more delicious, 
When Plenty (Summers daughter) empties daily 
Her (erttucopia, fiU'd with choifeft viands. 

Fgl. Plenties home is aiwaies full in the City. 

Ray. \Vheo temperate heat offends not with ex- 
tremes; 
When day and night have their dilTinguilhment 
With a more equall nieafure. 

Hu. Ha ! in contemplation. 

Fol. Troubling himfelf with this windy*gutts; this 
belly-aking Autumne; this Apple yohn Kent, and 
warden of Fruiterers hall. 
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Hay. When the bright Sun, with kindly diftant 
beames 
guilds ripen' d fruit. 

Hu. And what fine meditation tranfpoRsyou thu^ 
You ftudy foiiie Encomium 
Upon the beauty of the gardens Queene, 
You'd make the paleneffe to fupply the vacancie 
Of Cinthia's dark defea. 

Fol. Madam ! let but a green fickneffe chamber- 
maid be throughly fteel'd, if Ihe get not a better color 
in one month, I'le bee forfeited to Autumns for ever, 
and fruite-eat my flelh into a confumption. 

Hu. Come Roybrtght, whatfoer'e fuggeftions 
Have won on thy apt weakeneffe, leave thefe empty 
And hollow founding pleafures, that include 
Onely a windy fubiUnce of delight. 
Which every motion alters into ayre : 
I'le (lay no longer here. 

Ray. I mud. 

Hu. You (hall not, 
Thefe are adulterate mixtures of vain follies ; I'le 

bring thee 
Into the Court of 
Winter, there thy food : 

Shall not be ficklie fruits, but healtJifuU broathes, 
Strong meat and dainty. 

Fol. Porke, Beefe, Mutton, (very fweet Muttoi _ 
vcale Venfon, Capon, fine fat Capon, partridge, Snit(^ 
plover, larkes, Teale, admirable Teale, my Lord. 

Hu. Midery there, like to another nature, 
Confedls the fubllance of the choifed fruits, 
In a rich candy, with fuch imitation 
Of forme and colour, 'twill deceive the eye : 
Untill the lade be ravi(hed. 

Fol. Comfits and Carawaies, Marchpaines and 

Marmalades 

Suger-pluras and Pippin-pies, gingerbread and Walnuts 

Hu. Nor is his bounty limited, heele not fpare 
T'exhaud the treafure of a thoufand Indies. 
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Fol. Two hundred pound fuppers, and neither 
fidlers nor broken gialTes reckoned, befides, a hundred 
pound a ihrow, ten limes together, if you can hold out 
fo long. 

Ray. You lell mee wonders ! 
Be my conduarefTe, Tie flie this place in fecret ; 
Three quarters of my time is almoft fpent. 
The laft remains to crown my full content. 
Now if I fail, let man's experience read me ; 
'Twas Humor, join'd with Follie, did miflead me. 

Jiu. Leav this naked feafon. 
Wherein the very trees fluke off their locks. 
It is fo poor and barren. 

Fol. And when the hair fall's off, I have heard a 
Poet fay, 'tis no good fign of a found bodie. 

Ray. Com let's go tafte old Winter's frefli de- 
lights, 
And fwell with pleafures our big appetites. 
The Summer, Autumne, and the Spring, 
As 'twere conjoin'd in one conjugal ring ; 
An embleme of four Provinces we fway, 
Shall all attend our paftimes night and day ; 
Shall both be fubjea to our glorious aate. 
While wee enjoy the bleffings of our fate : 
And fince wee've notice that fom barbarous fpirita 
Mean to oppofe our entrance, if by words 
Theyl not defia, wee'l force our way with fworda. 

L \ 
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Enter three Ciomns. 

I. T_T Ear you the news neighbor? 

3. 1~X ^^^' '° ""y B*''^f neighbor ; they fay our 
I'rince ^(y'i'"-jjf:*/ is coming hither, with whole tioops' 
and traiDS of Courtiers ; wee'r like to have a fine dme 
on't neighbors. 

3, Our Wives and Daughters are, for they are fure 
to get by the bargain, tho our bam be emptied, 
they will be fure to bee with bam for't : Oh ! thde 
Courtiers, neighbors, are peftilent knaves ; but ere I'le' 
fuffer it, rie pluck a Crow with fom of em. 

1. Faith neighbor let's lay our heads togethi 
and refolve to die like men, rather then live like 
bealls. 

a. I, like horn-beafls, neighbor; they may talk 
and call us Rebelts, but a figg for that, 'tis not a fart 
matter ; let's be true amongil our felvs, and with our 
fwords in hand refill his entrance ' 

Enter Winter. 

Wint. What fuch murmurings does your gall brin^ 
forth. 
Will you pro%'t true, no good coms from the North ; 
Bold fawcie mortals, dare you then afpire 
With fnow and ice to quench the fphere of fire : 
Are your hearts frozen like your clinic, from thence 
.All temperate heat's fled of obedience : 
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How duril you elfe with force think to witliiland 

Your Princes enlrie into this his land ; 

A Prince who is fo excellently gooil. 

His virtue is his honor, more tlien blood ; 

In whofe clear nature, as two Suns, do rife 

The attributes of Merciful, and Wife : 

Whofe laws arc fo impartial, they raufl 

Be counted heavenly, caufe th'are truly juft : 

Who does with princely moderation give 

His fubjeifls an example how to live ; 

Teaching their erring natures to diretl 

Their wills, to what it ought mod to affedl : 

That as the Sun does unto all difpence 

Heat, light, nay life from his full influence, 

Yet you wilde fools, poffeft with gyant rage, 

Dare, in your lawlelTe fiirie, think to wage, 

War againrt heaven, and from his (hining ihone 

Pull ^ove himfelf, for you to tread upon ; 

Were your heads circled with his own green Oak, 

Yet arc they fubjeifl to his thunder- flroak ; 

And he can fink fuch wretches as rebell, 

From heaven's fublime height, into the depth of hell. 

1. The divel a can as foon, we fear no colors, let 
him do his word ; there's many a tall fellow befides 
□8, will die rather then fee his living taken from them, 
nay even eat up ; all things are grown fo dear, there's 
no enduring more mouths then our own, neighbor. 

2. Thou 'rt a wife fellow, neighbor, prate is but 
prate ; they fay this Prince too would bring new laws 
upon us, new rights into the Temples of our gods, and 
that's abominable, wee'l all bee hang'd firil— — 

Wint. A mod fair pretence, 
To found rebellion upon confcience ; 
Dull ilubborn fools, whofe perverfe judgments flil! 
Arc govern'd by the malice of your will, 
Not by indifferent reafon, which to you 
Corns, as in droughs the elemental dew 
Does on the parch 'd earth, 'twets, but does not give 
Moidure enough to make the plants to live : 




Things void of foul, can _ 

Whofe every thought's an atfl of pietic. 

Who's all religious, fumifii'd with all good 

That ever was compris'd in flefh and blood, 

Cannot direifl you in the fitted way 

To ferv thofe powers, to which himfelf docs pay 

True zealous worthip, nay's fo near ally'd 

To ihera, himfelf muft needs be deified 



Enter FoUie. 

Fol. Save you Gentlemen I 'tis very cold, you live 
in froft, y'ave Winter dill about you. 

a. What are you fir? 

Fol. A Courtier fir ; but you may gueile, a very 
foolifh one, to leav the bright beams of my Lord, the 
Prince, to travel hither; I have an Ague on me, do 
you not fee me Ihake : Well, if our Courtiers, when , 
they com hither, have not warm young wenches, good 
wines, and fires to heat their bloods, 'twill frecz into 
an Apoplcxie ; farewell froft, I'le go feek a fire to 
thaw me, I'me all ice I fear already. BmU 

1, Farewel and be hang'd, ere fuch as Ihefe (hall 
eat what we have fweat or, wee'l fpend our bloods ; 
com neighbors, let's go call our company together, and 
go meet this Prince he talks fo of. 

3. Som (hall have but a fowT welcom of it, if my 
Crab-tree cudgel hold here. 

Wint. 'Tis, I fee. 
Not in my power to alter deftinie : 
You'r mad in your rebellious mindes, but hear 
What I prefage, with underftanding clear : 
As your black thoughts are miflie, take from me 
This as a true and certain augurie, 
This Prince (hall com, and by his glorious fide 
LawTel-crown'd conqueft (hall in triumph ride, 
Arm'd with the juflice that attend's his caufe, 
You fliall with penitence embrace his laws : 
Hee to the frozen northern clime (hall bring 
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A wannth fo temperate, as fhall force the Spring 
Ufutp my privilege, and by his Ray 
Night (hall bee chang*!! iDto perpetual day. 
Plentie and happinefle (hall dill increafe. 
As does his light, and Turtle-footed Peace 
Dance like a Fairie through his realms, while all 
That envie him (hall like fwift Comets fall. 
By their own fire confura'd, and glorious he 
Ruling, as 'twere, the force of deftinie. 
Shall have a long and profperous reign on earth, 
Then flie to heaven, and give a new ftar birth. 

Norifii. 

Enter Raybright, Humor, Sountie, Winter and 
Deiighi. 

But fee, our ilar appear's, and from his eie 

Flie thoufand beams of fparkling majedie. 

Bright Ton of Phtbus ! welcom, I begin 

To feel the ice fal from ray crifled skin ; 

For at your beams the Waggoner might thow 

His Chariot, axell'd with Riphean fnow ; 

Nay, the (low moving North-ftar having felt 

Your temperate heat, his ificles would melt. 

Ray. What bold rebellious Catives dare ditlurb 

The happie progrelTe of our glorious peace. 

Contemne the Juftice of our equall lawes, 

Prophane thofe facred rights, which flil mull bee 

Attendant on raonarchall dignirie. 

I came to frolick with you, and to chear 
Your drouping foules by vigor of my beams ; 
And have I this flrange welcom ! reverend Winter I 
I'me come to be your gueft ; your bounteous free 
Condition does alTure, I (hall have 
A welcom entertainment. 

Win. Illudrious fir I I am ignorant 
How much expreilion my true ^eale will want 

To entertain you fitlie, yet my love, 
And hariie dutie, (hall be farr above 
My outward welcomCj lo that glorious light 
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Of heaven, the Sunne which chaces hence the nighl \ 

I am fo much a vaffaile, that He drive, 

By honoring you, to keep ray faith alive 

To him, brave Prince, tho you, who do inherit 

Your fathers cheerefuU heat, and quickning fpiril ; 

Therefore as I am Winter, worne and fpent 

So farre with age, I am Tymes monument; 

Antiquities example, in my zeale, 

I, from my youth, a fpan of Tyme will fleale 

To open the free treafures of my Court, 

And fwell your foul with my delights and fport 

Ray. Never till now 
Did admiration beget in me truly 
The rare match'd twins at once, piitie and pleafuic ; 
So royall, fo aboundant in earth's bleflings. 
Should not partake the comfort of thofe beames. 
With which the Sun beyond extent doth cheere 
The other feafons, yet my pleafures with you, 
From their falfe charmes, doth get the Hart as farr 
As heaven's great lamp from every minor ilarr. 

Boutt. Sir ! you can fpeak wel, if your tong 

The meflage of your heart, without fome cuning 
Of reftraint, we may hope to enjoy 
The lafling riches of your prefence hence, 
Without diflrufl or change. 

Ray. Winters fweet bride. 
All Conquering Bounty, queen of harts, life's glory. 
Natures perfedlion ; whom all love, all ferve ; 
To whom Fortune, even in extreame's a flave, 
When I fall from my dutie to thy goodnefs, 
Then let me be ranck'd as nothing. 

Boutt. Come, you Ratter mee. ^^ 

Ray. I flatter you ! Why Madam % you are BounQl 
Sole daughter to the royall throne of peace. 

Hu. He minds not mee now. 

Ray. Bounties felf 1 
For you lie is no fouldier dares not fight, 
No Scholar he, that dares not plead your merites. 




The Sutis-Darling. 



339 



Or (ludy your bcft Sweetnefs, ihould the Sun, 
Eclips'd for many yeares, forbeare to (hine 
Upon the bofome of our naked paflures. 
Yet where you are, the glories of your imiles 
Would wann the barren grounds, arm hartlefs mifery. 
And cherifh defolation. Deed I honor you, 
And as all others ought to do, I ferve you. 

Hu. Are thefe the rare fights, thefe the promis'd 
Complements. 

Win. Attendance on our revells, let delight 
Conjoyn the day with fable-footed night ; 
Both thall forfake their orbes, and in one fphere 
Meet in foft mirth, and haimlefle pleafurea here ; 
While plump Lycus fhall, with garland crown'd 
Of triumph-Ivie, in full cups abound 
Of Cretan wine, and fhall dame Ceres call 
To waite on you, at Winters fe/livall : 
While gawdy Summer, Autumne, and the Springe, 
Shall to my Lord their Choycefl viands bring. 
Wee'l robb the fea, and from the fubtill ayre, 
Fetch her inhabitant, to fupply our fare. 
That were ApUious here, he in one night 
Should fate with dainties his flrong appetite. 
Begin our revells then, and let all pkafure 

Flow like the Ocean, in a boundleffe meaiure 

Fhrifli. 

Enter Coiutit, and DetraBion. 

Con. Wit and pleafure foft attention, 
Grace the fports of our invention. 

De. Conceit peace, for DdraHion 
Hath already drawn a faClion, 
Shall deride thee. 

Con. Antick leave me ; 
For in laboring to bereave me 
Of a fcholara praife, thy dotage 
Shall be hid at. 

De. Here's a hot age ; 
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When fuch pettie penmen covet 
Fame by folly, on, I'le prove it 
Scurvie by thy part, and trie thee 
By thine owtie wit, 

Con. 1 defie thee. 
Here are nobler Judges, wit 
Cannot fuffer where they fit. 

J?e. Pri'thce fooliih Conceit, leave off thy TrtJ 
fpeeches, and come to the conceit it felfe in plain k 
gitages ; what goodly thing is't, in the name 
laughter t 

Con. Detrafl.ion doe thy worfl. Conceit appear^ 
In honour of the Sunne, their fellow-friend, ^^ 

Before thy cenfure ; know then that the fpheres. 
Have for a while refigned their orbes, and lend 
Their feats to the Four Elements, who joyn'd 
With the Four known Complexions, have atton'd 
A noble league, and feverally put on 
Materiall bodies ; here amongft em none 
Obfervea a difference ; Earth and Ayre alike 
Are fprightly aiflive ; Fire and Water feek 
No glory of preheminence ; Phlegm and Blood, 
Choler and Melancholy, who have ftood 
In contrarieties, now meet for pleafure, 
To entertain Time in a courtly meafure. 

De. Impoflible and improper; firft to perfoliate 
infenfible Creatures, and next to compound quite op- 
pofite humors ; fie, fie, fie, i'ts abominable. 

Con. Fond ignorance 1 how dareft thou vainly; 
fcan 
Impoffibility ; what reignes in man 
Without diforder; wifely mixt by nature. Maskers. 
To fafhion and preferve fo high a creature 

De. Sweete fir ! when (hall our raortall eyes be- 
hold this new peece of wonder ; 
We mull gaze on the itarres for it doubtleffe. 

Con. See, thus the clouds Hie off, and run in chafi% 
When the bun's bountie lends peculiar grace. 

The Maskers difcover'A 
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De. Fine ifaith ; pretty, and in good earned ; but 
fiirah fcholar ; will they come down too I 

Con. Behold em well, the foremod reprefents 
Ayr, the mod fportive ol the Elements. 

De. A nimble rafcall, I warrant him forae Alder- 
mans fon ; wooderous giddy and light-headed ! one 
thai blew his patrimony away in feather and Tobacco. 

Con. The next near him is Fire. 

Del. A cholerick gentleman, I (hoiild know him, a 
younger brother and a great fpender, but feldom or 
never carries any money about him ; he was begot 
when the fign was in Taurus, for he rores like a Bull, 
But is indeed a II ell-weather. 

Con. The third in rank is Water. 

Det. A phlegmatick cold piece of duff, his father 
me thinks (bould be one of the Dunce-table, and one 
that never drunk drong beer in's life but at fedival 
times, and ihen he cauglit the heart-burning a whole 
vacation and half a Term aiter. 

Con. The fourth is Earth. 

Det. A (hrewd plodding- paled fellow, and a great 
lover of news ; I guelle at the reft. Blood is placed 
near Air, Choler near Fire, Phlegme and Water are 
fwom brothers, and fo are Earth and Mekncholie. 

Can. Fair nymph of Harmonic, be it thy task 
To fing them down, and rank them in a mask. — 

SONG- See tie E/f>nenti eonfpire. 

Nimble Air do^s court tie Earth, 
Water dois commix with Fire, 
To give our Princes pkafure birth \ 
Each delight, each Joy, each/itieet. 
In one compofttion meet. 
Ail the/ea/ons of the year. 
Winter do^t iuvgke the Spring, 
Summer dois in pride appear. 
Autumn forth its fruits doth hring. 
And with emulation pay 
Their tribute to this Haly-day ; 
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In which the Darling of the Sun is com. 
To main this place a tuw EliQum. 

IFin/. How do thefe pleafurcs pleafel 

J/k. Pleafares ! 

Boun. Live here, 
And be my Lord's friend, and diy fports (hall vary 
A thoiifand »-aies, invention Hiall begei 
. Conceits as curious as the thouglits of change 
Can aim at. 

Hu. Trifles : progrefle oVe the year 
Again my RaybrigM, therein like llie Sun, 
As he in heaven runs his circular courfe, 
So thou on earth run thine, for to be fed 
With Hale delights, breeds dulneO'e and contempt ; 
Think on the Spring. 

Ray, She was a lovely Virgin. 
Wint. My roial Lord I 
Without offence, be pleas'd but to afford 
Me give you my true figure, do not fcoro 
My age, nor think, caufe I appear torlorn, 
I fun-e for no ufe, 'tis my iharper breath 
Does purge grolTe exhalations from the earth ; 
My frods and fnows do purifie tJie air 
From choking foggs, makes the skie clear saSi 

fair: 
And though by nature cold and chill I be, 
Yet I am warm in bounteous charitie j 
And can, my Lord, by grave and fage advice, 
Bring you tolh' happie (hades of Paradice. 

Ray. That wonder ; Oh ! can you bring me 

thither 1 
Wint. I can direct and point you out a path, 

Hu. But Where's the guide ! 
Quicken thy fpirits, Raybrighl, I'le not leav thee, 
Wee'l run the felf fame race again, that happinefle 
Thefe lazie, Qeeping, tedious winters nights 
Becom not noble aiflion. 

Ray. To the Spritig Recorden^ 
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I am refolv'd Oh I what (Irange light appears ; 

The Sun is up Ture. The Sun abinie. 

Sun. \V'anIon Darling look, and worfliip with 
amazement 

Jiay. Yes 1 gracious Lord. 

Sun. Thy lands are numbreJ, and Ihy glafle of 
ftaillie 
Here runs out to the lad ■ here in this mirror 
Let man behold the circuit of his Tortunes ; 
The feafon of the Sprinq dawns like the Morning, 
Bedewing Chiidhood with unrelifh'd beauties 
Of gawdie fights ; the Sumtner, as the Noon, 
Shines in delight of Youlh, and ripens (Irength 
To Autumns Manhood, here the Evening grows^ 
And knits up all felicilie in foUie ; 
Winter at lad draws on the Night of Age ; 
Yet ftill a humor of (om novel fancie 
Untafted, or untry'd, puts off the minute 
Of refolution, which Ihould bid tarewel 
To a vain world of wearineffe and forrows. 
The powers from whom man do's derive his pedigree 
Of his creation, with a roial bountie 
Give him health, youth, delight for free attendants 
To refltfie hts carriage : to be thankful 
Again to them, Man Ihould cafbeer his riots, 
His bofom whorini fweet-heart, idle Humor ; 
His Reafons dangerous feducer, Foilie ; 
Then (hall like four ftreight pillars, the four Elements 
Support the goodly (Iruilure of mortalitie ; 
Then (hall the four Complexions, like four heads 
Of a clear river, flrearaing in his botlie, 
Nourilh and comfort every vein and fmew. 
No fickneffe of contagion, no grim death 
Of deprivation of healths real bleffings 
Shall then affright the creature built by heaven, 
Referv'd to immortahtie, henceforth 
In peace go to our Altars, and no more 
Queftion the power of fupemal greatneffe, 
But given us leav to govern as wee pleafe 
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Nature, and her dominion, who from us, 

And from our gracious influence, hath both being 

And prefervation ; no replies but reverence. 

Man hath a double guard, if time can win him ; 

Heavens power above him, his own peace within him. 



FINIS. 




The Witch of Edmonton: 

A known true Story. 
Composed into 

A TRAGI-COMEDY 

By divers well-efleemed Poets ; 
WUliam Rowley, Thomas Dckker, John Ford, &c. 



Afled by the Princes Servants, often at the 

Cock-Pit in Drury-Lane, once at 

Court, with fingular Applaufe, 

Nev^ printed till nou: 



London, Printed by J. Cottrel, for Edward Blackmore, 
at the Angel in Paul's Church-yard. 1658. 



Tlie wlwle Argument is this DyJHch. 

FOrc'd Marriage, Murder; Murder, Blood re-J 
quires : 
Reproach, Revenge ; Revenge, Hells help defires. 



PROLOGUE. 

TBe Tffum of Edmonton hath lent the Stage 
A Devil and a IVitch, both in an agt. 
To make cotnpart/ons it were uncivil, 
Between fo even a pair, a IViUh and Devil. 
But as the year doth with his plenty bring 
As well a latter as a former Spring ; 
So has this Witch enjoy d the firfl, and reafo» 1 
Prefumesfhe may partake the utherfeafon : 
In Alls deferving name, the Proi'erb fays. 
Once good, and euer : Why notfo in Plays \ I 
Why not in this ! fince {GetUUmen) we flatter f 
No ExpeHaiion : here is Mirth and Matter. 

MrA 
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Act. I. Scaen. I. 

Enter Frank Thomey, Winnifride with-ehiU. 

frank. /~* Ome Wench ; why here's a bufine{s 

V - foon dirpatch'd. 

Thy heart I know is now al eafe : thou needft not 
Fear what ihe UltHng Goffips in their cups 
Can fpeak againa thy fame ; thy childe (hall know 
Who to call DaJ now. 

iVin. You have diCcharg'd the true part of an 
honed man ^^^^H 
I cannot requett a fuller fatisfa^flion ^^^^^^| 
Then you have freely granted : yet methinks '^^^^^H 
'Tis an hard cafe, being lawhil man and wife, ^^^^^H 
We fhoukl not live together. ^| 

Frank. Had I fail'd ■ 
In promife of my truth to thee, we mud ^| 
Have then been ever fundred ; now the longed H 
Of our forbearing eithers company, H 
Is onely but to gain a little time H 
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our continuing thrift, that fo hereafter 
The Heir that (hall be bom may not have caufe 
To curfe his hour of birth, which made him feel 
The mifery of beggery and want ; 
Two Devils that are occafions to enforce 
A (hameful end. My plots aim but to keep 
My father's love. 

Win. And that will be as difficult 
To be preferv'd, when he (hall undcrftand 
How you are married, as it will be now, 
Should you confefs it to him. 

Frank. Fathers are 
Wonne by degrees, not bluntly, as our mailers, 
Or wronged friends are ; and befides, I'll ufe 
Such dutiful and ready means, that ere 
He can have notice of what's pail, th' inheritance 
To which I am born Heir, (hali be affiir'd : 
That done, why let him know it ; if he like it not. 
Yet he (hall have no power in him left 
To crols the thriving of it. 

Win. Vou who had 
The conquell of my Maiden-love, may eafily 
Conquer the fears of ray dlllrufL And whither 
Mua I be hurried % 

Frank. Prithee do not ufe 
A word fo much imfuitable to the conllant 
jVffeiflions of thy Husband : thou (halt live 
Neer Wallham Abbiy, with thy Unkle Setman : 
I have acquainted him with all at large : 
He'll ufe thee kindly : thou (halt want no pleafures. 
Nor any other fit fupphes whatever 
Thou canfl in heart defire. 

Win. Air thefe are nothing 
Without your company. 

Frank. WTiich thou (halt have 
Once every month at lead. 

Win. Once every month ! 
I3 this to have a Husband 1 
Frank. Perhaps oftner : 
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That's as occafion ferves. 

Win. I, I, in cafe 
No other Beauty tempt your eye, lyhom you 
Like better, I may chance to be remembred, 
And fee you now and then. Faith, I did hope 
Yotil'd not have us'd me fo ; 'tis but my fortune. 
And yet, if not for my fake, have fome pity 
Upon the childe I go with, that's your own. 
.\ncl, 'lefs you'll be a cruel hearted Father, 
You cannot but remember thaL 
Heaven knows how. 

Frank. To quit which fear at once, 
As by the ceremony late perform' d, 
I plighted thee a faith, as free from challenge. 
As any double thought ; Once more in hearing 
Of Heaven and thee, I vow, that never henceforth 
Difgrace, reproof, lawlefs affections, threats. 
Or what can be fuggelled 'gainll our Maniage, 
Shall caufe me falfifie that Bridai-Oath 
That bindes me ihine. And, Winrnfride, whenever 
The wanton heat of youth by fubUe baits 
Of beauty, or what womans Art can pradlice, 
Draw me from onely loving thee ; let Heavdn 
Inflifl upon my life fome fearful ruine. 
I hope thou doH believe me. 

Win. Swear no more ; 
I am confirm'd, and will refolve to do 
What you think moll behoofeful for us. 

Fratik. Thus then ; make thyfelf ready : at the 
furthetl houfe 
Upon the Green, without the Town, your Unckle 
Expe^ you. For a little time farewel. 

Win. Sweet, 
We Ihall meet again as foon as thou canil pofTibly t 

Frank. Welhali. One kifs. Away. 

Ent. Sir Art. Chriitgton. 
Sir Art. Frank Thomey. 
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Frank. Here Sir. 

Sir Art. Alone 1 then mud I tell thee in pll( 
tenns, thou haft, wrong'd thy Mailer's honfe t 
and lewdly, 

Frank. Tourhoufe, Sirl 
Sir Art Yes, Sir, if the nimble devil 
That wanton'd in your blood, rebell'd againft 
AH rules of honefl duty. You might, Sir, 
Have found out ferae more fitting place then here, 
To have built a Stewes in. All the Country whifperi 
How (hamefuUy thou haft undone a Maid, 
Approv'd for modeft life, for civil carriage, 
Till thy prevailing perjuries entic'd her 
To forfeit (hame. Will you be honeft yett 
Make her amends and marry her 1 

Frank. So, Sir, 
I might bring both my felf and her to beggery ; 
And that would be a fhame worfe then the other. 
Sir Art. You Ihould have thought on this before; 
and then 
Your reafon would have overfway'd the pafllon 
Of your unruly luft. But that you may 
Be left without excufe, to falve the infamy 
Of my difgraced houfe, and 'caufe you are 
A Gentleman, and both of you my fervants, 
I'll make the Maid a portion, 

Frank. So you promis'd me 
Before, in cafe I married her. I know 
Sir Arthur Clarington deferves the credit 
Report hath lent him ; and prefume you are , 
A Debtor to your promife : but upon 
What certainly ftiall I refolve 1 Excufe me 
For being fo me what rude. 

Sir Art. "Tis but reafon. 
Well Frank, what thinkft thou of aooL 
And a continual friend I 

Fra, Though my poor fortunes 
Might happily prefer me to a choice 
Of a far greater portion ; yet to right 
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A wronged Maid, aiiil to preferve your favour, 
I am content to accept your proffer. 

^/> Art. Art thou J 

Frattk, Sir, we (hall every day have need to 
employ 
The life of what you pleafe to givt. 

Sir Art. Thou (halt have't 

Fran. Then I claim your promife. 
We are roan and wife. 

Sir Art. Already! 

Frank. And more then fo, I have promis'd her 
Free entertainment in her Unkle's houfe, 
Neer Waltham Abbey, where (he may fecurely 
Sojoume, till time and my endeavours work 
My fathers love and liking. 

Sir Art. Honea Fratik. 

Frank. I hope, Sir, you will think I cannot keep 

Without a daily charge. 

Sir Art. As for the money, 
Tis all thine own ; and though 1 cannot make 

thee 
A prefent payment, yet tliou llialt be fure 
I will not fait thee. 

Frank. But our occafions. 

Sir Art. Nay, nay, talk not of your occafions, 
trull my bounty : it (hall not lleep. Hall married her, 
yfaith Frank t 

'Tis well, 'tis pa(ring well : then Witini/ride, 
Once more thou art an honed woman. Frank, 
Thou had a Jewel. Love her ; (he'll deferve it. 
And when to IVatt/iami 

Frank. She is making ready. 
Her Unkle (lays for her. 

Sir Art. Mod provident fpeed. 
Frank, I will be a friend, and fuch a friend, 
Thoult bring her thither ) 

Fran. Sir, I cannot : newly 
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My father fent me word I fhould come to him. 

Sir Art. Many, and do : I know thou hail a n 
To handle him. 

Frank, I have a fuit t'ye. 

Sir Art. What is't 1 
Any thing, Franks command it 

Frank. That you'll plcafe, 
By Letters to aiTure my Father, that 
I am not married. 

Sir Art. How I 

Frank. Some one or other 
Hath certainly inform'd him that I purpos'd 
To marry Winnifride; on which he threatned 
To dif-inherit me, to prevent it. 
Lowly I crave your Letters, which he feeing 
Will credit ; and I hope ere 1 return, 
On fuch conditions as I'll frame, his Lands 
Shall be aflut'd. 

Sir Art. But what is that to quit 
My knowledge of the marriage ) 

I^-fink. Why you were not 
A witnefs to it. 

Sir Art. J conceive : and then, 
H is Land confirmed, thou wilt acquaint him througl^l 
With all that's pall. ' * 

Frank. I mean no lefs. 

Sir Art. Provided, 
I never was made privy to it- 

Frank. Ahs, Sir, 
Am I a talker 1 

Sir Art. Draw thy felf the Letter, 
I'll put my hand to it. I commend thy policy 
Th'art witty, witty Frank ; nay, nay, 'tis fit, 
Difpatch it, 

Frank. I (hall write effeflually. 

Sir Art. Go ihy way Cuckow ; have I caught d 
young man I 



The Witch of Edmonton. 355 

One trouble then is freed. He that will feaft 
At others coil, muft be a bold-fac'd gueil. 



Enter Win. in a riding-fuit. 



sfafe. 



Win. I have heard the news, all now ii 

The worfl is paft, 

Sir Art. Thy lip, wench : I mud bid 
Farewel, for falhions fake ; but I will vifit thee 
Suddenly, Girl. This was cleanly carried : 
Ha ! was't not Win 1 

Win. Then were my happinefs. 
That I in heart repent I did not bring him 
The Dower of a Virginity. Sir, forgive me ; 
I have been much to blame. Had not my Laun- 

drefs 
Given way to your immoderate waile of Vertue, 
You had not with fuch eagernefs purfu'd 
The error of your goodnefs. 

Sir Art. Dear, dear Win. 
I hug this Art of thine, it fliews how cleanly 
Thou cand beguile in cafe occafion ferve. 
To praiflice. It becomes thee, now we fhare 
Free fcope enough, without controle or fear. 
To interchange our pleafures ; we will furfeit 
In our embraces. Wench. Come, tell me, when 
Wih tiiou appoint a meeting % 

Win. What to do ) 

Sir Art. Good, good, to con the leffon of our 

Our fecret game. 

Win. O biufh to fpeak it further I 
As y'are a noble Gentleman, forget 
A fin fo monflroua : 'tis not gently done, 
To open a cur'd wound. I know you fj^eak 
For trial ; troth you need not 

Sir Art. I for triall 
Not I, by this good Sun-(hine. 

Win. Can you name 
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That fyHable of good, and yet not tremble, 
To think to what a foui and black intent, 
You ufe it for an Oath 1 Let me refolve you, 
If you appear in any Vifitation 
That brings not with it pity for the wrongs 
Done to abufed Thomey, nty kinde husband ; 
If you infetfl mine ear with any breath 
That is not throughly perfum'd with fighs 
For former deeds of Uifl : May I be curs'd 
Even in my prayers, when I vouchfafe 
To fee or hear you. I will change my life, 
From a loofe whore, to a repentant wife. 

Sir Art. Wilt thou turn monaer now! art aa( 
ofliam'd 
After (o many months to be honeft at laflt 
Away, away, fie on't. 

Win. My refolution 
Is built upon a Rock, This very day 
Young Thorney vow'd with Oaths not to 

doubted, 
That never any change of love fhould cancel 
The bonds in which we are to either bound. 
Of lading truth. And (hall I then for my part 
Unfile the facred Oath fet on Record 
In Heaven's Book? Sir Arthur, do not (ludy 
To arid to your lafcivious lufl, the fin 
Of Sacriledge : for if you but endeavour 
By any unchafle word to tempt my conftancy. 
You drive as much as in you lies to mine 
A Temple hallowed to the purity 
Of holy Marriage. I have faid enough : 
You may believe me. 

Sir Ant. Get you to your Nunnery, 
There freeze in your old Cloyder. This is fin& 

Win. Good Angels guide me. Sir, you'l give n 

To weep aiid pray for your converfion. 
Sir Art. Yes, away to Waltham. Pox on yot 
honedy. 
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Had you no other trick to fool n 

You may want mony yet. 

Win. None that I'll fend for 

To you, for hire of a damnation. 

When I am gone, think on tny juft complaint : 

I was your Devil, O be you my Saint ! Exit Win. 

Sir Art. Go, go thy ways, as changeable a bag- 
gage 

As ever cozen'd Knight. I'm glad I'm rid of her. 

Honed t marry hang her. Tltorney is my Debtor, 

I thought to have paid him too : but fools have for- 
tune. Exit S. A. 



Enfer Old Thomey, and Old Carter. 

O. Tlior. You offer Mr. Carter, like a Gentleman, 
I cannot finde fault with it, 'tis fo fair. 

O. Cart. No Gendeman, I, Mr. Thorney, (pare 
the Mafterfliip, call me by my name, yohn Carter ; 
Mafter is a title ray Father, nor his before him, were 
acquainted with. Honeft Hertforjhire Yeomen, fuch 
an one am I ; my word and my deed fhall be proved 
one at all times. 1 mean to give you no fecurity for 
the Mairiage-money. 

O. Thar. How ? no fecurity 1 although it need 
not, fo long as you live ; yet who is he has furety of 
his life one hour 1 Men. the Proverb fays, are mortal : 
elfe, for my [art, I diftrufl you not, were the fum 
double. 

O. Cart. Double, ttebble, more or lefs ; I tell you, 
Mr. Thorney, 111 give no fecurity. Bonds and Bills 
are but Tarriers to catch Fools, and keep lazy Knaves 
bufie ; my fecurity fhall be prefent payment. And we 
here, about Edmonton, hold prefent payment as fure 
as an Alderman's Bond in Lofidon, Mr. Thomey. 



The WUck of Edmonton. 



im accon} 1 



Kaskal to an hairs'" breadth, and will fit him 2 
ingly. 

O. Thor. ^Vhat is the other Gentleman 1 

O. Cari. One Soma-ton, the honefler man of t 
two, by 5/. in every ilone-weighl. A civil Felloi 
He has a fine convenient E(late of land in IVeJl-hM 
by Effex. M. Ranget that dwells by Enfield, T 
him hither. He hkes Kale well. I may tell you, '. 
think flie likes him as well. If they agree, I'll no 
hinder the match for my part. But that IFardeti i 

fnch another . I ufe him kindly for Mr. Sorngf 

tm's fake : for he came hither firil as a Companioii 
of his, Honeil men, Mr. Thoriify, may fall f 
Knaves company, now and then. 

Warb. Three hundred a yeer loynture. Sue. 

SuJ. \Vhere lies it, by Sea or by Land I I thin 
by Sea. 

Warb. Do I look like a Captain 1 

Suf. Not a whit, Sir. 
Should all that ufe the Seas be reckon'd Captains, 
There's not a Ship fhould have a Scullion in ti 
To keep her clean. 

Warb. Do you fcom me, Mrs. Sufan f 
Am I a fubjeifl to be jeer'd at t 

Saf. Neither 
Am I a property for you to ufe 
As dale to your fond wanton loofe difcourfe. 
Pray Sir be civil. 

Warb. H'ilt be angry, Wafp 1 

O. Carf. God-a-mercy, Sue. Shee'U firk him ( 
my life, if he fumble with her. 

Enter Frank. 

Mr. Frauds Thornty, you are welcome indeoc 
Your Father expeiHed your coming. How does ti 
right worlhipful Knight, Sir Arthur Claringfon, j 
Mafterl 

Frank. In health this morning. Sir, my duty. 
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O. Thor. Now 
You come as I could willi. 

Warb. Frank Thorney, ha ! 

Suf. You mud excufe me. 

Frank. Vertiious Mrs. Sii/aii. 
Kinde Mrs. Kaiherine. Gentlemen, to both 

Siilula them. 
Good time o'th' day. 

Som. The like to you. 

Warb. 'Tis he. 
A word. Friend. On my life, this is the Man 
Stands fair in crofllng Sii/ans love to me. 

Som. 1 think no lefs. Be wife, and take no notice 
on't 
He that can win her, befl deferves her. 

fVari. Marry 
A Servingman ? mew. 

Som. Prethee Friend no more. 

0. Cart. Gentlemen all, there's within a flight 
Dinner ready, if you pleafe to taile of it; Mr, 
Thorny, Mr. Fraiitis, Mr. Soimrton. Why Girls 1 
what, Hufwives, will you fpend all your forenoon in 
titUe-taitles % away : It's well yfaith. Will you go in, 
Gentlemen I 

O. Thor. We'll follow prefently : my Son and I 
Have a few words of bufinefs. 

O. Cart. At your pleafure. Ex. the reR. 

O. Thor. I think you guufs the reafon, Frank, for 
which 
I fcnt for you. 

Frank. Yes, Sir. 

O. TAor. I need not tell you 
With what a lab>Tinih of dangers dayly 
The befl. pari of my whole Eilate's encumbred : 
Nor have I any Clew to winde it out, 
But what occafion proffers me. Wherein 
If you Ihould faulter, I (hall have the (harae. 
And you the loCs. On thefe two points relie 
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Our happinefs or ruine. If you marry 

With wealthy Carter's DaughtL-r, there's a Portion 

Will free my Lanil : all which I will inflate 

Upon the marriage to you. Olherwife, 

I mufl be of neceffity enforc'd 

To make a prefent fale of all ; and yet, 

For ought I know, live in as poor diftrefs. 

Or worfe, then now I do. You heaj the fum ; 

I told you thus before. Have you confidered on'l ! 

Frank. I have, Sir. And however 1 could wilh 
To enjoy the benefit of fmgle Freedom, 
For that I finde no difpofition in me 
To undergo the burthen of that care 
That Marriage brings with it ; Yet to fecure 
And fettle the continuance of your Credit, 
I humbly yield to bedireifted by you 
In all commands. 

O. T)wr. You have already us'd 
Such thriving proteflations to the Maid, 
That ihe is wholly yours. And fpeak the truth, 
You love her, do you not 1 

Frank. 'Twere pity, Sir, 
I fhould deceive her. 

O. Thor. Better /had been unbOm. 
But i_s your love fo (leady that you mean, 
Nay, more, defire to make her your Wife ) 

Frank. E!fe, Sir, 
It were a wrong not to be righted.^ 

O. Thor. True, 
It were ; and you will marry her 1 

Frank. Heaven profper it : 
I do intend it. 

O. Tkor. O thou art a Villain 1 
A Devil like a Mao. Wherein have I 
Offended all the Powers fo much, to be 
Father to fuch a gracelefs godlefs Son t 

Frank. To me, Sir, this 1 O my cleft h( 

O. Thor. To thee. 
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Son of my curfe. Speak truth, and blulh, Ihou nion- 

fter. 
Hail thou not manied Winnifride^ a Maid 
Was fellow -fer van t with thee. 

Fra. Some fwift fpirit 
Has blown this news abroad. I mud out face it. 

O. Thor. D'you (ludy for excufe? why all the 
country 
Is full on'l. 

Fra. \Viih your licenfe, 'tis not charitable, 
I am fure it is not fatherly, fo much 
To be o'refway'd with credulous conceit 
Of meer impolBbilities, But Fathers 
Are priviledg'd to think and talk al jileafure. 

O. Thor. Why canft thou yet deny thou hall no 

Frank. What do you take me for 1 an Atheifll 
One thai nor hopes the bleffednefs of life 
Hereafter, neither fears the vengeance due 
To fuch a make the Marriage-bed an Inne, 
Which Travellers day and night. 

After a toylfome lodging leave at pleafure ? ~ 

Am I become fo infenfible of lofmg 
The glorj' of Creations work 1 My foul ! 

I have liv'd too long, 
O. Tkor. Thou haft, dillembler ; 

Dareft thou perfevere yet I and pull down wrath 
As hot as flames of beU, to ftrike thee quick 
Into the Grave of horror 1 I believe thee not. 
Get from ray fight. 

Fran. Sir, though mine innocence 
Needs not a ftronger witoefs then the cleemeb 
Of an unperifh'd confcience ; yet for that 

1 was enform'd, how mainly you had been 
PoQefs'd of this untruth, To quit all fcruple 
Pleafe you perufe this Letter : 'lis to you. 

O. Thr. From whomi 

Fran. Sir Arthur Clarin^ton my Mafter. 
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O. Thor. \Vell, Sir. 

Fran. On every fide I am diftrafted ; Am waded 
deeper inio mifchief, then vertue can avoid. But oa 
I mud : Fate leads me : I will follow. There you 
read what may conSrm you. 

O. Thor. Yes, and wonder at it. Forgive me, 
J^attk. Credulity abus'd me. My tears exprefs my 
joy ; and I am fony I injur'd innocence. 

Frank. Alas ! I knew your rage and grief pro- 
ceeded from your love to me : fo I conceiv'd it. 

O. Thor. My good Son, I'll bear with many faults 
in thee hereafter. Bear thou with mine. 

Frank. The peace is foon concluded. 



Eaier Old Carter. 

O. Cart. Why Mr. Thornty, d'ye mean to talk out 
your dinner t the Company attends your coming. 
What muft it be, Mr. Frank, or Son Frank t I am 
plain Dundable, 

O. Thar. Son, Brother, if your Daughter like to 
have it fo. 

Frank. 1 dare be confident, fhe's not alter'd 
From what I left her at our parting laft ; 
Are you, fair Maid ) 

Su/. You took too fure pofleflion 
Of an engaged heart, 

Frank. Which now I challenge. 

O. Cart. Marry and much good may it do thee^ 
Son. Take her to thee. Get me a brace of Boys at 
a burthen, Frank. The nurfing (hall not (land thee in 
a pennyworth of Milk. Reach her home and fpare 
not. When's the day ) 

O. Thor. To morrow, if you pleafe. To ufe cere- 

Of charge and cuftome, were to little purpofc ; 
Their loves are manied fall enough already. 
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O, Carl. A goof! motion. We'll e'en have an 
houOiolil Dinner ; and let the Fiddlers go (crape. Let 
the Bride and Bridegroom dance at night logether : 
no matter for ihe Guells. To morrow, Sue, to mor- 
row. Shall's to Dinner now I 

O. Tfior. We are on all fides pleas'd, I hope. 

Su/. Pray Heaven 1 may deferve the blelTing fent 
me. 
Now my heart is fettled. 

Frank. So is mine. 

O. Cart. Your Marriage-money Ihall be receiv'd 
before your Wedding-lhooes can be puU'd on. Bleff- 
ing on you both. 

J-rank. No man can hide his (hanie from Heaven 
that views him. 
In vain he flees, whofe delliny purfues him. 

Exeunt Qmncs. 



Act. II. Scjen. i. 



Enter Elizabeth Sawyer, gathering JlUks. 



Sawy. A Nd why on me ! why fiiould the envi- 
_/^ ous world 
Throw all their fcandalous malice upon meT 
'Caufe I am poor, defonn'd and ignorant. 
And like a Bow buckl'd and bent together, 
By fome more ftrong in mifchiefs then my felf t 
Mud I for that be made a common fmk, 
For all Ihe filth and rubbifh of Men's tongues 
To fall .and run into 1 Some call me Witch ; 
Amd being ignorant of my felf, they go 
About to teach me how to be one ; urging, . 

That my bad tongue (by their bad nfage made fo) 
Forefpeajcs their Cattle, doth bewitch their Com, 
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Thcmfelves, iheir Servants, and their Babes at 

nurfe. 
This they enforce upon me : and in part 

Enter O. Banks. 

Make me lo credit it. And here comes one 
Of my chief Adverfaries. 

O. Batik. Out, out upon thee, Witch. 

Sawy. Doll call me Witch ) 

O. Bank. I do, Witch, I do : and worfe I would, 
knew I name a more hateful. What makefl thou upon 
my ground 1 

Sawy. Gather a few rotten fticks to warm me, 

O. Bank. Down with them when I bid thee, 
quickly ; I'll make thy bones rattle in thy skin elfe. 

Sawy. You won't. Churl, Cutthroat, Mifer: there 
they be. Would they (luck crols ihy throat, thy 
bowels, thy maw, thy midriff. 

O. Bank. Sayft thou me fo ? Hag, out of my 
ground. 

Sawy. Doll ftrike me, (lavet curmudgeon, now 
thy bones aches, thy joynts cramps, and convulfionB 
llretch and crack thy finews. 

O. Bani. Curfmg, thou Hag I take that, and that. 
£xiti 

Sawy. Strike, do, and wither'd may that hand and 
arm 
Whofe blows have lam'd me, drop from the ratten 

Trunk. 
Abufe me ! beat me 1 call me Hag and Witch I 
What is the namel where and by what Art leam'd I 
What fpells, what charms, or invocations t 
May the thing call'd Familiar be purchas'd % 

Enter Young Banks, and three or four more, 
Y. Bank. A new head for the Tabor, and filver 
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tipping for (he Pipe. Remember that, and forget not 
five lelh of new Bells. 

1. Double Bells : Crooked Lane ye ihall have "em 
flraight in. Crooked Lane : tlouble Bells all, if it be 
polTible. 

Y. Bank. Double Bells 1 double Coxcombs ; Tre- 
bles 7 buy me Trebles, all Trebles : for our purpofe is 
to be in the Altitudes. 

J. All Trebles t not a Mean 1 

Y. Bank. Not one ; The Morrice is fo cafl, we'll 
have neither Mean nor Bafe in our company, Fellow 
Rowland. 

3. What 1 nor a Counter % 

\. Bank. By no means, no hunting Counter; 
leave that to Envile Chafe Men : all Trebles, all in the 
Altitudes, Now for the difpofmg of Parts in the Mor- 
rice, little or no labour will ferve. 

a. If you that be minded to follow j-our Leader, 
know me, an ancient Honor belonging to our houfe, 
for a Fore-horfe, team, and for gallant in a Morrice ; 
ray Father's Stable is not unfumilh'd. 

3. So much for the Fore-horfe : but how for a 
good Hobby-horfe I 

Y. Bank. For a Hobby-horfe ) Let me fee an 
Almanack. Mid/ummer-lA.ooa, let me fee ye. When 
the Moon's in the full, then's wit in the wane, No 
more. Ufe your bell skill. Yoar Morrice will fuffer 
an Eclipfe. 

I. An Eclipfe) 

Y. Bank. A flrange one. , 

3. Strange ) 

Y. Bank. Yes, and mofl fudden. Remember the 
Fore-gallant, and forget the Hobby-horfe. The whole 
body of your Morrice will be darkned. There be of 
us. But 'tis no matter. Forget the Hobby-horle. 

1. Cuddy Banks, ha?e you forgot flncg he pac'd it 
from Envile Chafe to Edmonloni Cuddy, honed 
Cuddy, caft thy ftufT. 

Y. Bank. Suffer may ye all It (hall be known, I 
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n take mine eafe as well as another Man. Seek 
your Holiby-horfe where you can get him, 

1. Ciiiiiiy, honed Ciuidy, we confefs, and are fony 
for our neglect, 

a. The old Horfe (hall have a new Bridle. 

3. The Caparifons new painted. 

4. The Tail repair'd. 

1. Tlie Snaffle and the BoOes new faffron'd o'n 
I, Kinde: 
9. Honed : 
3, Loving, ingenious : 
4- Aflable Cuddy. 
Y. £afik. To diew I am not flint ; but affable, as 

yoti fay, very well duft, a kinde of warm Dowe or 
Puff-pade, 1 relent, I connive, mod affable ytuk 
the Hobby-horfe provide a drong back, he fliall not 
want a belly when 1 am in 'em. But Uds me, Mother 
Sawyer. 

I, The old Witch of Edmonton. If our niiith 
be not crofs'd, 

a. Blefs us, Cuddy, and let her curfe her tother 
eye out. What doft thou I 

Y. Bank. Vngiri, wibUfid, fays ihc Proverb. But 
my Girdle diall ferve a riding knit : and a fig for all 
the Witches in Chridendom. What wouldil thou I 

1. The Dive! cannot abide to be crofs'd. 

2. And fcoms to come at any man's whiftle. 

3. Away. 

4. With the Witch. 

Omn. 4way with the Witch of Edmonton. 

Ex. in Jlrattge pojli, 
Sawy. Still vex'dl dill lortur'dJ That Curmudgcoo 
Batiis 
Is ground of all my fcandal. I am diunn'd 
And haled like a ficknefs : made a fcom 
To all degrees and fexes. I have heard old Bel- 
Talk of Familiars in the (hape of Mice, 
Rits, Ferrets, Weafels, and I wot not what, 
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That have appear'd, and fuck'd, iotnc fay, their 

blood. 
But by what means they came acquainted w-ith 

them, 
I'm now ignorant : would forae power good or bad 
Inflrudl me which way I might be reveng'd 
Upon this Churl, I'd go out of my felf, 
And give this Fury leave to dwell within 
This ruin'd Cottage, ready to fall with age : 
Abjure all goodneis : be at hate with prayer ; 
And (ludy Curfes, Imprecations, 
Blafphemous Ipeeches, Oaths, deteiled Oaths, 
Or anything that's ill ; fo I might work 
Revenge upon this Mifer, this black Cur, 
That barks, and bites, and fucks the verv blood 
Of me, and of my credit 'Tis all one, 
To be a Witch, as to be counted one. 
Vengeance, ihame, ruine, light upon that Canker, 



Enter Dog. 

-Z?cf. Ho ! have I found thee curfingi now thott-J 
art mine own. 

Sawy. Thine 1 what art thou T 

Dog. He thou had fo often importun'd to appear 
to thee, the Devil. 

Sawy. Dlefs me ! the Devil I 

Dog. Come, do not fear, 1 love thee much too 
well 
To hurt or fright thee. If I feera terrible, 
It is to fuch as hate me. I have found 
Thy love unfeign'd : have feen and pitied 
Thy Open wrongs, and come out of my love 
To give thee jull revenge againll thy foes. 

Sawy. May I believe thee 1 

Do^. To cOnfirm't, command me 
Do any raifchief unto Man or Bead, 
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And I'll effeifl it, on condition, 

That uncompell'd thou make a deed of Gift 

Of Soul and Body to me. 

Simy. Out, alas ! 
My Soul and Body t 

£>og. And that inilanily. 
And (eal it with thy blood : if thou denieft, 
I'll tear thy body in a thoufand pieces. 

Sawy. I know not where to feek relief t Ev 
flialll 
After fuch Covenants feal'd, fee full revenge 
On all that wrong me 1 

DoZ- Ha, ha, filly woman ! 
The Devil is no Iyer to fuch as he loves. 
Didft ever know or hear the Devil a Iyer 
To fitch as he affeOsI 

6au'y. \\'\\Qn I am thine, at leafl fo much of vas. 
As I can call mine own. 

Art mine or no ? fjieak, or Fll tear, 

Sa'uiy. All thine. 

Dag. Seal't with thy blood. 
See, now 1 dare call thee mine ; [Siuks her arm 

thunder and iigiining. 
For proof, command me, inflantly I'll rui 
To any mifchief, goodnefs can I none, 

Sawy. And I defire as little. There's an old 
Churl, one Banks — 

Dog. That wrong'd thee : he lam'd thee, call' 
thee Wilch. 

Sawy. The fame : lirft upon him I'ld be r&- 

Thou fhalt ; Do but name how. 

Go, touch his life. 
I cannoL 

Haa thou not vow'd? Go, kUl the Have. 



Sawy. 
Dog. 

Sawy, 
Dog. 



I V 

I'll cancel then my gift. 
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I>^. Ha, ha I 

Saivy. Doll laugh ! 
Why wilt not kill hirol 

Zhg. Fool, becaufe I cannot 
Though we have power, know, it is circumfcrib'd, 
And ti'cl in limits : though he be curs'cl to thee, 
Yd of hirafcl/ he is loving to the world, 
And charitable to the poor. Now Men 
That, as he, love goodnefs, though in fmalled 

raeafure. 
Live without compals of our reach. His Cattle 
And Com, I'll kill and mildew : but his life 
(Until I take him, as I late found thee, 
CuiliDg and fwearing) I have no power to touch. 

Siiw. Work on his corn and cattle then. 

Beg. I (hall. 
The Witch of Edtnontoti ihall fee his fall , 
If flic at leaA put credit in my power, 
And in mme ooely ; make Orifons lo me, 
Aod none but me. 

Saw. Say how, and in what manner I 

Dog. I'll tell thee, when thou wiiheft ill ; 
Com, Man or Beafl, would fpoyl or kill, 
Turn thy back againll the Sun, 
And mumble this (hort Orifon : 
ff thou to death or Jhame purjue 'cm, 
Sanllibiatur ttomen tuum. 

Sawy. If t/iou to death or Jttanu purfue 'em, 
Siotllibeeeiur nomen tuum. 

Dog. Perfeifl. Farewel. Our firll-inade promifes 
We'll put in execution againll Banks. Exit, 

Sawy. Conlaminetur nomen tuum. I'm an expert 
Scholar ; 
Speak Latine, or I know not well what Language, 
As well a£ the befl. oi 'etn. But who comes here 1 

Enter Y. Ba. 
The Son of my wora Foe, To death purfiie 'em, 
Et faitllo^tatur nomen titum. 
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Y. Bank. What's that (he mumbles 1 the Devils 
Pater nojler ? 
Wciyld it were elfe. Mother Sawyer, Good morrow. 

Sawy. Ill morrow to thee, and all the world, di2t 
flout a poor old woman. To death purfue 'nn, 
and fanSlabacetur nonun luuni. 

Y. Bank. Nay, good Gammer Sawyer, what c're 
it pleafes my Father to call you, I know you are 

Sawy. A Witch. 

Y. Bank. A Witch 1 would you were elfe yfaith. 

Sawy. Your Father knows I am by this. 

Y. Bank. I would he did. 

Sawy. And fo in time may you. 

Y. Bank. I would I might elfe. But Witch of 
no Witch, you are a motherly woman ; and though 
my Father be a kinde of God blefs us, as they fay, I 
have an earned fuit to you ; and if you'll be fo kinde 
to ka me one good turn, I'll be fo courteous as to 
kob you another. 

Sart-y. What's that 1 to fpum, beat me, and call 
me Witch, as your kinde Father doth 1 

Y. £airi. My Father 1 1 am afhatn'd to own him.' 
If he has hurt the head of thy credit, there's money 
to buy thee a Playftcr : and a fmall courtefie I would 
require at thy hands. 

SaTiy. You feem a good young MaJi, and I muft 
difTemble, the belter to accomplifli my revenge. ~ 
for this filver, what wouldtl have me do ? bewitch 
thee 1 

y. Bank. No, by no means; I am bewitch'd 
already. I would have thee fo good as to unwitcJt 
me, or witch another with me for company. 

Sawy. I underfland thee not. Be plain, my 
Sou. 

Y. Bank. As a Pike-flaff, Mother : you kno< 
Xii/e Carter. 

Sawy. The wealthy Ycomans Daughter. Whajj 
of her I 

Y. Ba>ik. That Came Party has bewitch'd me. 
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Saioy. Bewitch'd iheu ! 

y. Baftk. Bewitch'd me, Hifef auribtu. I faw a 
Ijltle Devil flie out of her eye like a BurboU, which 
nicks at tliis hour up to Ihe Feathers in my heart. 
Now my requeft is, to fend one of thy what d'ye call 
'ems, either to pluck that out, or Aick anotlier as fafl. 
in hers. Do, and here's my hand, I am thine for 
three lives. 

Sawy. We Ihall have fporL Thou art in lo\'e 
with her. 

Y. Bank. Up to the very hilts, Mother. 

Smvy. And thou'ldll have me make her love 
thee too. 

Y. Bank. I think (he'll prove a Witch in earned. 
Yes, I could finde in my heart to (Irike her three 
quarters deep in love witli me too. 

Sawy. But dofl thou think tliat I can (fo't, and 
I alone t 

Y. Bank. Truely, Mother Witch, I do verily be- 
lieve fo : and when I fee it done, I (hall be half per- 
fwaded fo loo. 

Sawy. It's enough. What Art can do, be fure of: 

turn to the Weft, and whatfoe'er thou hearefl or feeft, 

fland filent, and be not afraid. Shejlimp. 

Enter tlie Dog ; ke fawns and leaps upon Iter. 

y. Bank. Afraid, Mother Witch 1 turn my face to 
the Well 1 I faid I fhould always have a back -friend 
of her ; and now it's out. And her little Devil lliould 
be hungry, come fiieaking behinde me, like a cowardly 
Catchpole, and clap his Talents on my Haunches. Tis 
woundy cold fure. I dudder and fhake like an Afpen- 
leaf every joynt of me. 

Saaiy. Tofcandal and di/grace pttrfuc 'em, 
Et fan£labUetur nomen tuum. 
How now, my Son, how is't t Exit Dog. 

Y, Bank. Scarce in a clean life, Mother Wiich. 
But did your Gobblin and you fpout Latine togetht-r ^ 

Sau-y. A kinde of Charm I work by. Didii Lhou 
hear me? 

Y. Bank. I heard I know not the Dcn\.V •*iV'ii. 



J 
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mumble in a fcurvy bafe tone, like a Drum thai had 
taken cold in the head the lad Mufler. Very com- 
fortable words : what were they 1 and who taugbt 
them you % 

Sawy. A great learned Man. 

V. Bank, Learned Man 1 learned DeviE it was as 
foon 1 But what I what comfortable news about the 
Party 1 

Sawy. \Vhol Kate Carter } I'll tell thee, thou 
knowft the Style at the Weilend of thy Father^ 
Peafe-Field, be there to morrow-night after Sun-fct; 
and the firfl live thing thou feed, be fure to follow, 
and that (hall bring ihee to thy Love. 

Y. Bank. In the Peafe-field T Has Ihe a minde tQ\ 
Codlings abeady I The firfl living thing I meet, yott 
fay, (liaM bring me to her. 

Sawy. To a fight of her, I mean. She will fei 
wantonly coy, and flee thee : but follow her clofe, a 
boldly : do but embrace her in thy arms once, and- 
(he IS thine own. 

Y. Bank. At the Style, at the Weft-end of m^ 
Father's Peafe-land, the firft live thing I fee, fotloir 
and embrace her, and (lie (hall be thine. Nay, and J 
come to embracing once, (he (hall be mine ; I'll gO 
neer to make at Eaglet elfe. Exit:. 

Sawy. A ball well bandied : now the fet's half 
won : 
The Father's wrong I'll wreak upon the Son, Exit.. 



Enter Carter, Warbeck, Somerlon. 

Care. How now Gentlemen, cloudy t 
Mr. Warbeck, you are in a fog about my Daughi 

marriage. 



I lourt 

aughtd; 



The Witch of Edmonton. ' 375 

Warb. And can you blame me, Sir 1 

Cart. Nor you me juftly. Wedding and hanging 
are tied up both in a Proverb ; and Deftiny is the 
Juggler thai unties the knot ■ My hopie Is, you are 
re(erved to a richer fortune then my poor Daughter. 

Warb. Ho^vever, your proniife. 

Cart. Is a kinde of debt, I confefs it 

Warb. Which honeft men rhould pay. 

Cart. Yet fomc Gentlemen break in that point 
now and then, by your leave, Sir. 

Som. I confefs thou haft had a little wrong in the 
Wench : but patience is the onely falve to cure it 
Since Thorney has won the Wench, he has moll rea- 
fon to wear her. 

Warb. Love in this kinde admits no leafon to 
wear her. 

Cart. Then love's a fool, and what wife man will 
take exception I 

Som. Come, frolick Ned, were every man mailer 
of his own fortune. Fate might pick draws, and Def- 
tiny go a wool-gathering. 

Warb. You hold yours in a firing though. 'Tis 
well : but if there be any equity, look thou to meet the 
like ufage e're long. 

Som. In my love to her Sifter Katherine% Indeed, 
they are a pair of Arrows drawn out of one Quiver, 
and (hould flie at an even length, if ftie do run after 
her Sifter. 

Warb. Look for the lame mercy at my hands, as 
t have received at thine. 

Som. She'll keep a furer compafs. I have too 
(Irong a confidence to mlftmil her. 

Warb. And that contidence is a winde, that has 
blown many a married Man afhore at Cuckolds 
Haven, 1 can tel! you : I wilh yours more profperous 
though. 

Carl. Whate're you wifti, I'll mailer my promife 
to him. 

Warb. Yes, as you did to me. 
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Cart. No more of that, if you love me. But for 
the more afluraiice, the next offer'd occafion (hall 
confummate the Marriage : and that once feal'd, 

Enter Young Thomey and Sufan. 

Som. Leave the mannage of the re/l to my care. 
But fee, the Bridegroom and Bride comes ; the 
I^air of SheffeUd-K.nwe.5 fitted both to one (heath. 

IVarb. The Sheath might have been better fitted, 
if fome body had their due. But — 

Cart. No harlh language, if thou loved me. 
Frank Thcrney has done— 

Warb. No more then I, or thou, or any man, 
things to (landing, would have attempted. 
Som. Good morrow Mr. Bridegroom. 
Warb. Come, give thee joy. Mayd thou live 
long and happy in thy fair choice. 

Y. Tkor. 1 thank yee Gendemen. Kinde Mr. 
Warbeck, I find you loving. 
Warb. 2'honiey, that creature, (much good do 
thee with her) 
Vcrtue and beauty hold faire mixture in her. 
She's rich no doubt in both. Yel were (he fairer, 
Thou art right worthy of her. Love her, Tlmnity, 
'Tis noblenefs in thee, in her but duty. 
The match is fair and equal : the fuccefs 
I leave to cenfure. Farewell, Mrs. Bride : 
Till now ele6\ed, thy old fcome deride. Exit. 

Som. Good Mr. Thornfy. 

Cart. Nay, you (hall not i>art till you fee the 
Barrels run a-tilt. Gentlemen. Exit. 

Su. Why change you your face, fweet-Hcart I 
Y.Thor. Who? I? For nothing. 
Stif. Dear, fay not fo : a Spirit of your condanqr 
cannot endure this change for nothing. I haveot>- 
ferv'd H range variations in you. 
Y. Thm: In me? 
Suf. In you. Sir. Awake ; you feem to dream, 
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and in your fleep you utter fudden "and diftraified ac- 
cents, like one at enmity with peace. Dear loving 
husband, if I may dajc to challenge any intereft in 
you, give me the reafon fully : you may truH my brell 
as fafely as your own. 

Y- Thor. With what ) you half amaze me, prithee. 

Suf. Come, you ihall not ; indeed, you Ihall not 
(hut me from partaking the leafl diflike that grieves 
you. I am all yours. 

Y. Tlwr. And I all thine. 

Suf. You are not, if you keep the lead grief from 
me r but I find the caufe ; it grew from me. 

Y. Thor. From you) 

Suf. From fome diflafle in me or my behaviour : 
you are not kinde in the concealment 'Las, Sir, I am 
young, filly, and plain ; more Ilrange to thofe contents 
a wife (hould offer. Say but in what I fail, I'll (ludy 
fatiafa<ftion. 

Y' Tlutr. Come, in nothing. 

Suf. 1 know 1 do. Knew I as well in what, you 
{hould not long be fullen. Prithee Love, if I have 
been immodeft or too bold, fpeak't in a frown : if 
peevilhly too nice, fhew't in a fmile. Thy liking is 
the glafs by which I'll habit my behaviour. 

Y' Thor. Wherefore doil weep now 1 

Suf. You, Sweet, have the ]>ower 
To make roe pafTionate as an Afin7-day : 
Now fmile, then weep ; now pale, then crimfon red. 
You are the powerful Moon of my bloods Sea, 
To make it ebb or flow into my face. 
As your looks change. 

Y- Thcr. Change thy conceit, I prithee : 
Thou art all perfeaion : T>ian<i herfelf 
Swells in thy thoughts, and moderates thy beauty. 
Within thy left eye amorous Cu/ii! fits 
Feathering Love-fhafts, whofe golden heads he dip'd 

In thy phafte brefL In the other lies 

Blufhing Adonis fcarft in modeilies. 

And fill! as wanton Cufiti blows Love-fires, 
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Adonis quenches «ut unchafle deHres. 

And from thele two I briefly do imply 

A perfefl Embleme of thy modefty. 

Then, prithee Dear, maintain no more difpute ; 

For where thou fpeakft, it's fit all tongues be mute, 

Suf. Come, come, thofe golden Urings of flatteiy 
Shall not tie up my fpeech, Sir; I mutl know 
The ground of your dillurbance. 

Y. Thor. Then look here ; 
For here, here is the fen in which this Hydra 
Of difcontent grows rank. 

5^ Heaven (heild It : where J 

V. Thor. In mine own bofora : here the caufe has 
root ; 
The poyfoned Leeches twift about my heart, 
And will, I hope, confound me, 

Suf. You fpeak Riddles. 

Y, Tho. Take't plainly then: 'twas told me by a ■ 
woman 
Known and approv'd in Palmeftry, 

[I Ihould have two wives. 
Suf. Two wives ? Sir, I take it exceeding likely. 
But let not conceit hurt you : you are afraid to bury 
me I 
Y. Th4>r, No, no, my ninmfrUe. 
Suf. How fay you 1 IVinnifriiie'i you forget me. 
y. Thor. No, I forget my felf, Sufan. 
Suf In what 1 
Y. "Zior. Talking of wives, I pretend IVittmfride, 
A Maid that at my Mothers waited on me 
Before thy felf. 
Suf. I hope. Sir, (he may live to take my place. 
But why (houki all this move you J 
Y. Thor. The poor Girl, (he has't before thee, and 
that's the Fiend torment.s me. 
Suf Yet why (houid this raife mutiny within you ? 
fuch prefages prove often falfe ; or fay it (houid be 
truel 
Y. Thor. That I (houid have another wife ) 
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Yes, many ; if they be good, ihe better, 

_'. Titer. Never any equal to tliee in goodnefs. 

%ttf. Sir, I could wilh I were much belter for 
you i 
Yet if I knew yonr fate 
Ordain'd you for another, 1 could wifli 
(So well I love you, and your ho[)erul jileafure) 
Me in my grave, and ray poor vcrtues added 
To my fucceffor. 

Y. Thor. Prithee, prithe, talk not of death or 
graves ; thou art fo rare a goodnefs, as Deatli would 
rather put iifelf to death, then murther thee. But we, 
as all thiiigs elfe, are mutable and changing. 

Suf. Vet you flill move in your fira fphere of dif- 
content. Sweet, chafe thofe clouds of forrow, and 
fhine cleerly on me. 

Y. Thor. At my return T will. 

Suf. Return) ah rae ! will you then leave me 1 

T, Tligr. For a time I raufl 1 but how 1 as Birds 
their young, or loving Bees their Hives, to fetch home 
richer dainties. 

Suf. Leave me 1 Now has my fear met its 
effcdt. 
You (hall not, cod it my life, you fhall not. 

Y. Thor. Why 1 your realon I 

Suf. Like to ihe Lap-wing have you all this while 
with your falfe love deluded me ) pretending counter- 
feit fenfes for your difconlcnt, and now at lall it is by 
chance dole from you. 

Y. Thcr. What ? what by chance ) 

Suf. Your pre-appointed meeting of Qngle com- 
bate with young Warbeck. 

Y. Thor. Hah ! 

Suf. Even fo : diflemble not ; 'tis too apparent. 
Then in his look I read it : deny it not ; I fee't ap- 
parent : coil it my undomg, and unto that my life, I 
will not leave you. 

Y. Thar. Not until when t 

isuf. Till he and you be Friends. 
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r Was this ■ 




Was this your cunning I and then flam me off 
With an old Witch, two Wives, and IVinntfridt t 
Y'arc not fo kinde indeed as I imagin'd. 

Y. TM>r, And you more fond by far then I cx- 
pedied. 
It is a vertue that attends Ih)' kinde. 
But of our bufmefs within : and by this kifs, 
I'll anger ihee no more ; troth Chuck 1 will not 

Su/. You (hall have no juft caule. 

Y. 2/ier. Dear Sut, I fliall not Exeunt. I 



Act. hi. Scsn. I. 



Enler Cuddy Banks, anJ Moria-dancers. 



I. "NT Ay, Cuddy, prithee do not leave us now 

_[\ if we part alt this might, we (hall not 

meet before day. 

1. I prithee Banks, let's keep together now. 

Clow. If you were wife, a word would ferve : but 
as you are, I mud be forc'd to tell you again, I have 
a little private bufmefs, an hours work ; it may prove 
but an half hours, as luck may ferve ; and then I take 
horfe and along with you. Have we e're a Witch in 
the Morice ? 

I. No, no ; no womans part, but Maid-niariui, and 
the Hobby-horfe. 

riw. I'll have a Wilch ; I love a Witch. 

;. Faith, Witches themfelves are fo common now 
adays, that the counterfeit will not be regarded They 
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lay we have three or four in Edmotitoa, befiries Mother 
Sawyer. 

a. I would (he would dance her part with us. 

3. So would not I ; for if Ihe comes, the Devil and 
all comes along with her. 

Cltnu. Well, I'll have a Witch : I have lov'd a 
Witch ever fince I piay'd at Cherry-pit. Leave me, 
and get my horfe drefs'd ; give him Oats; but water 
him not till I come. Whither do we foot it (irilJ 

a. To Sir Arthur Clarin^on's firil, then whither 
thou wilt. 

Ciow. Well, I am content : but we muft up to 
Carter's, the rich Yeoman. I muft, be feen on Hobby- 
horfe there. 

I . O, I fmell him now : I'll lay my ears Banks is 
in love, and tliat's the reafon he would walk melan- 
choly by hinifelf. 

Clow. Hah 1 who was that fajd I was in love I 

I. Not I. 

Clow. Go to : no more of that. When I under- 
ftand what you fpeak, I know what you fay : believe 
that 

1. Well, 'twas I, I'll not deny it : I meant no hurt 
in't. I have feen you walk up to Carter's of Chejfum. 
Bankst were you not there lafl Shrovetide 1 

Clow. Yes, I was ten days together there the laft 
Shrovetide. 

2. How could that be, when there are but feven 
dayes in the week I 

Clow. Prithee peace, I rtdnor^ Jh/a nona, as a Tra- 
veller : thou underftandeft as a irelh-water Fanner, that 
never fawcll a week beyond Sea. Ask any Souldier 
that ever receivetl his pay but in the Low Countries, 
and he'll tell ihte there are eight days in the week 
there, hard by. How doft thou think they rife in high 
Germany, Italy, and thofe remoter places 1 

3. I, but fimply there are but fevea days in the 
week yet. 
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Clow. How now 1 who's that fpealcB I I hope j 
have not your reading Tongue about you. 

Do^. Yes, I can fpeak. 

Claw. The Devil you can. You have read F.f^, 
Fables then ; I have play'd one of your parts then 
the Dog that catch'd at the fliatlow in the watei 
Pray you, let me catechize you a little : What mi( 
one call your name, Do^ 1 

Dog. My Dame calls me Tom. 

Clow, Tis well ; and Ihe may call me Afs ; 
there's an whole one betivixt us, Tem-Afs. She laid 
1 (hould follow you, indeed. Well, Tom, give me tl^ 
fill ; we are Friends : you [hall be mine Ingle : I Ion 
you; but I pray you let's have no more of thefeducluo) 
devices. 

Do^. Not, if you love me. Dogs love where the 
are beloved. Cherifh me, and I'U do any thing f< 
thee. 

Cliyw. Well, you (ball have Jowls and Livers : 
have Butchers to my Friends that fliail beflow 'em 
and I will keep Cruils and Bones for you, if you'll fc 
a kinde Dog, Tom. 

Dog. Any thing : I'll help ihec to thy Love. 

Cloiv. Wilt thou ) Tiiat promife (hall coft me i 
brown Loaf, though I (\eal it out of my Father'i 
Cupboard. You'll eat (loll en Goods, Torn, wH! 
you not 1 

Dog. Oh bell of all. The fweeteft bits, thofe. 

Claw. You (hall not (larve, Ningle Tom ; belien 
that, if you love Fiih, I'll help you to Maids and Sole 
I'm acquainted with a l-'idi monger. 

Dog. Maids and Soles ) Oh, fweet bits ! Banqne 
ting (luff, thofe. 

Clow. One thing I would requeil you, Niiigle, s 
you have play'd the Knavilh Cur with me a little, thai 
you would mingle araongll our Momce-Dancers in I] 
morning. Vou can dance } 

Dog. Yes, yes, any thing : I'll be there, but iinfeeft 
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to any but thy felf. Get thee gone before : feare not 
my prefence. I have work to nighL I ferve more 
Mailers, more Dames then one. 

Ciow. He can ferve Mammon and the Devil 
too. 

Dog. It /hall concern thee, and thy Loves pur- 

Therc's a galiant Rival loves the Maid ; 

And likely is to have her, Mark what a mifchief 

Before the Morrice ends, fhall light on him. 

Clow. Oh fweet Ningk, thy neufe once again. 
Friends mull part for a time ; farewel, with (his 
remembrance ; (halt have bread loo when we meet 
again. If ever there were an honeil Devil, 'twill 
be the Devil of Edmonton, I fee. Farewell Tom. 
I prithee dog me as foon as thou canft. Ex. Banks. 

Dog. I'll not mifs thee, and be merry with thee. 
Thofe that are joys denied, mull take delight 
In fins and mifchicfs, 'tis the Devil's right. Ex. Dog. 



Enter KtKflf Thorn ey, Winnifride as a Boy. 

Frank. Prithee no more : thofe tears give nourifh- 
ment 
To weeds and briers in me, which fhortly will 
O'regrow and top my head : my Ihame will Tit 
And cover all that can be (cen of nie. 

Win. I have not fhewn this cheek in company, 
Pardon me now ; thus fingled with your felf, 
It calls a thoufand forrows round about 
Some going before, and (ome on either fide ; 
But infinite behinde : all chain'd together. 
Tour fecond adulterous Marriage leads ; 
That's the fad Eclipfe, the effeC'ta mufl follow. 
As, plagues of (hame, fpight, fcorn, and obloquy. 

y. Tho. Why ) haa thou not left one hours pa- 

To add to all the reft ) One hour bears us 
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Beyond the reach of all there Enemies. 
Are we not now fet forward in the flight, 
Provided with the Dowry of my fin, 
To keep us in fonie other Nation 1 
While we together are, we are at home 
In any place. 

Win. 'Tis fowl ill gotten coyn, 
Far worfe then Ufury or Extortion. 

Y, Thor. Let itiy Father then make the relUtutioi 
Who forc'd me lake the bribe : it is his gift 
And patrimony to me ; fo 1 receive it. 
He would not blefs, nor look a Father on me, 
Until I faiisfied his angry will. 
When I was fold. I told ray felf again 
(Some Knaves have done't in Lands, and 1 in Body) . 
For money, and I have the hire. But, fweet, 04 

Tis hazard of difcovery, our difcourfe ; 
And then prevention takes off all our hopes. 
For only but to take her leave of me, 
My Wife is coming. 

Win. Who coming 1 your Wife T 

Y. 77(1', No, no, thou art here : the woman 

Not how to call her now : but after this day 
She fhail be quite forgot, and have no name 
In my remembrance. See, fee, (he's come. 

Enter Sufan. 

Go lead the horfes to the hills lop, there I'll mee 

thee. 

Suf. Nay, with your favour, let him ilay a little. 
I would part with him too, becaufe he is 
Your fole Companion ; and I'll begin with him, 
Referving you the lall. 

Y. Thor. I, with all my heart 

Suf. You may hear, if it pleafe you, Sir, 

Y- Thor. No, 'tis not fil. 
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Some rudiments, I conceive, they mud be. 
To overlook my flippery footings. And fo. 

Suf. No, indeed, Sii- 

Y. Thor. Tufli, I know it mua be fo, and 'tis 
neceifary. 
On, but be bnef. 

Win. What charge fo'ere you lay upon me, 
Miftrers, 
I fliall fupport it faithfully (being honeit) 
To my bed (Irength. 

Suf. Believe'l (hall be no other. 1 know you 

Commended to my husband by a noble Knight, 
Win. Oh Gods ! Oh, mine eyes ! 
Suf. How now 1 what aiia thou, Lad 1 
Win. Something hit mine eye, it makes it water 

ftiii. 

Even as you faid, Commtndtd to my Husband. 
Some door I think it was. I was, forfooth, 
Commended to him by Sir Arthur Claringtoti. 

Suf. Whofe fervant once my Thon%ey was him- 
felf. 
That title methinks (hould make you almoll Fellows, 
Or at the leail much more then a Servant ; 
And 1 am fure he will refpeiSl you fo. 
Your love to him then needs no fpur for me, 
And what for my fake you will ever do ; 
'Tis fit it Ihould be bought with fomelhing more 
Then fair entreats. Look here's a Jewel for thee, 
A pretty wanton Label for thine ear ; 
And I would have it hang there, (lill lo whifper 
Thefe words to thee, Tlu>u hajl my yewel with thee. 
It is but earned of a lai^er bounty. 
When thou retumil, with praifes of thy fervice, 
Which I am confident thou wilt deferve. 
Why, thou art many now, befides thy felf : 
Thou maid be Servant, Friend, and Wife to him. 
A good Wife is then all. A Friend can play 
The Wife and Servants part, and fiiift enough. 
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No lefs the Servant can the Friend and Wife. 
'Tis all but fweet fociety, good counfel, 
Enlerchang'd loves ; yes, and couDfe! -keeping. 

Y. Thor. Not done yet T 

Suf. Even now, Sir. 

Win. Midrefs, believe my vow, your fevere eye 
Were it prefent to command ; your bounteous I 

^Ve^e it then by to buy or bribe my fervrcc, 
Shall not make me more dear or neer unto him. 
Then I (hall voluntary. I'll be all your charge, 
Servant, Friend, Wife to liim. 

Suf. Wilt thou ? 
Now bleflings go with thee fort ; courtefies 
Shall meet thee coming home. 

Witt. Pray you fay plainly, Miftrefs, 
Are you jealous of him t if you be, 
I'll look to him that way too. 

Suf. Sayft thou fo ? 
I would thou hadll a womans bofom now. 
We have weak thoughts within us. Alas, 
There's nothing fo (Irong in us as fufpicion : 
But I dare not, nay, I will not think 
So iiardly of ray Thorney. 

Win. Believe it, Miftrefs, 
I'll be no Pander to him ; and if I finde 
Any loofe lubrick fcapes in him, I'll walch him, 
And at my retvirn, proteft I'll Ihew you all, 
He (liall hardly offend without my knowledge. 

Suf. Thine own diligence is that I prefs, 
And not the curious eye over his faults. 
Farewel ; if I (hould never fee thee more, 
Take it for ever. 

Y. Thor. Prithee take that along with thee, 

C/>w Aiifwordi 
And hade thee to the hills top ; 111 be there inftanily.'l 
Ex. Wm^\ 

Suf, No hafte I prithee, (lowly as thou cand. 
Pray let him obey me now : 'tis happily his laA 
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Service to me. My power is e'en a going out of 
fight. 
Y. Tkor. Why would you delay I we have no 
other 
Bufinefs now but to part. 
Suf. And will not that, fwect heart, ask a long 
time? 
Methinks it is the hardefl, piece of work 
Thai e're I took in hand, 

Y. Ther. Fie, fie, why look, 
I'll make it plain and eafie to you : Farewel. Kiffa. 

Suf. Ah, 'las 1 I am not half perfeil in it yeL 
I muft have it read over an hundred times. 
Pray you take tome pains, I confefs my dulnefs. 
Y. Thor. What a Thome this Rofe grows on ? 
parting were fweet, 
But what a trouble 'twill be to obtain iti 
Come, again and again, farewel. Yet wilt return I 

KiJIa. 
All queflions of my journey, my (lay, itnployment, 
And revifnation, fully 1 have anfwered all. 
There's nothing now behinde, but nothing. 

Suf. And that nothing is raore hard then any 
thing. 
Then all the every things. This RequefL 
Y. Tim: What is it ? 
Suf. That I may bring you through one paflure 

Up to yon knot of trees : amongft thofe (hadows 
ril vanilh from you, they (hall teach me how. 

Y. Thor. Why, 'tis granted ; come, walk then. 

Suf. Nay, not loo fail. 
They fay (low things have bed perfeiflion : 
The gentle fhowre wets to fertility. 
The churlilh ftorm may mifchief with his bounty. 
The bafer beads take (Irength, even from the 

womb : 
But the Lord Lion's whelp is feeble long. Exeunt. 
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Enter Dt^. 

Dog. Now for an early mifchief and a fudden : 
' The minde's about it now. One touch from me 
Soon fets the body forward. 

Enier Young Thoraey, Su&n. 

Y, Thor. Your requeft is out : yet wil! you leavi 

me) 
Suf. What ? fo churlilhly I youll make me (lay 
for ever. 
Rather then part with fuch a found from you. 

Y. Thor. Why you alraod anger me. Pray you bC 
gone. 
You have no company, and 'tis very early ; 
Some hurl may betide you homewards. 

Suf. Tufli, I fear none. 
To leave you, is the greatefl hurt I can fuffer 
Bcfides, I expert your Father and mine own. 
To meet me bacii, or overtake me with you. 
They began to (lir when I came after you : 
1 know they'll not be long. 

Y. TTtor. So, I fliall have more trouble. 

Dog rubs Mm.^ 
Thank you for that. Then I'll eafe all at once. 
Tis done now : what I ne'er thought on. You (hall 
not go back. 
Suf. Why) (hall I go along with iheel fwee*! 

muf.ck ! 
Y. Tiior. No, to a better place. 
Stif. Any place, I ; 
I'm there at home, where thou pleafeil to have me. 
Y. T/ior. At home 1 I'll leave you in your laftl 
lodging. 
I mud kill you. 

SuJ. Oh fine ! you'ld fright me from you. 

Y. 77ior. You fee 1 had no purpofe : I'm unarm'd. \ 
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'Tis tliis minutes decree, and it mud be. Look, this 
will ferve your turn. 

Suf. I'll not turn from it, if you be earfl, 
Sir. 
Yet you may tell me wherefore you'll kill me. 

Y. TTior. Becaufe you are a whore. 

Suf. There's one deep wound already : a whore ) 
Twas even further from me then the thought 
Of this black hour : a whore 1 

Y. Tlwr. Yes, I'll prove it, 
And you Ihall confefs it You are my whore, 
No wife of mine. The word admits no fecond. 
I was before wedded to another, have her dill. 
! do not lay the fm unto your charge, 
Tis all mine own. Your marriage was my theft 
for I efpous'd your dowry, and I have it : 
I did not purpofe to have added murther ; 
Tiie Devil did not prompt me : till this minute 
You might have fafe returned ; now you cannot : 
You have dogg'd your own deadi. \Stabs her. 

Suf. And I deterve it. 
I'm glad my fate was fo intelligent. 
Twas fome good Spirits motion. Die ) Oh, 'twas 

time I 
How many years might I have flept in fm 1 
Sin of my mod hatred too. Adultery 1 

Y. TAor. Nay, fure 'twas likely that the moil was 
pad; 
For I meant never lo return to you 
After this parting. 

Suf. Why then I thank you more. 
You have done lovingly, leaving your felf, 
That you would thus beftow me on another. 
Thou art my Husband, Death, and I embrace thee 
With all the love I have. Fot^et the (lain 
Of my unwitting Gn : and then I come 
A Chryftal Virgin to thee. My Soul's purity 
Shall with bold Wings afcend the Doors of Mercy ; 
For Innocence is ever her CompanioiL 
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T, Thor. Not yet mortal ? I would not linger yon. 
Or leave you a tongue to blab. 

S^if. Now heaven reward you ne'er the worfe for 

me. 
I did not think that death had been (o fwcet ; 
Nor I fo apt to love him. I could ne'er die better. 
Had I (laid forty yeere for preparation : 
For I'm in charity with all the World. 
Let me for once be thine example, Heaven ; 
Do to this man as I him free forgive. 
And may he better die, and better live. Moritur, 

Y. Tho. 'Tis done ; and I am in : once paft our 

height, 
We fcorn the deepft Abyfs. This follows now, 
To heal her wounds by drefTmg of the Weapon : 
Arras, thighs, hands, any place ; we muH not fail, 

[ Woufids him/elf. 
Light fcralches giving fuch deep ones. The b&l 

I can 
To binde my felf to this Tree. How's the (lorm, 
Which if blown o're, many fair days may follow. 

[Dog fies hm. 
So, fo, I'm fad ; I did not think I could 
Have done fo well behinde me. How profperous 
And effeiflual mifchief fometimes is) Help, help; 
Munher, murther, murther. 

Enter Carter, unj Old Thomcy. 

Cart. Ha I Whom lolls the Bell for % 

Y. ntor. Oh, oh I 

O. Thor. Ah me 1 the caufe appears too foon : 
my Child, my Son. 

Cart. Stifan, Girl, Child. Not fpeak to thy 
Father! Hah! 

V. Tho. O lend me lome affiflance to o'relake 
ihia haplefs woman. 

O. Thor. Let's o'retake the murtherers. Speak 
whim thou canfl ; anon may be too late. I fear 
thou hafl deaths mark upon thee too. 
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T. Thor. 1 know them both ; yet fuch an Oath is 
pafs'd. 
As pulls damnation up if it be broke ; 
I dare not name 'em : think what forc'ii men do, 

O. Thor. Keep oath with muttherera 1 that were 
a confcience to hold the Devil in. 

Y. Thor. Nay, Sir, I can defcribe 'em ; 
Shall fhew Ihem as familiar as their names. 
The Taller of the two at this time wears 
His Satten -doublet white, but Crirafon lin'd ; 
Hofc of black Satten, Cloak of Scarlet. 

O. Thor. Warbtck, Warbeck^ Warbeck : Do you 
lift to this, Sir ? 

Cart. Yes, yes, I llllen you : here's nothing to be 
heard. 

Y. T/ior. Th' others Cloak branch'd Velvet black, 
Velvet lin'd his Suit. 

O. Thar. I have 'em already : Somerion, Somerton. 
Binal revenge, ali this, Come, Sir, the firil work 
Is to purfiic the Murtherers, when we have remold 
Thefe mangled bodies hence. 

Carl. Sir, take that Caicafe there, and give me 
this. 
I'll not own her now ; Hie's none of mine. 
Bob me off with a dumb fhew 1 No, I'll have life. 
This is my Son too, and while there's life in him, 
'Tia half mine ; take you halfe that filence for'L 
When I fpeak, I look to be fpoken to ; forgetful 
Slut J 

0. Thor. Alas I what grief may do now ? 
Look, Sir, I'll take this load of forrow with me. 

Carl. I, do, and I'll have this. How do yon, 
Sirl 

Y. Thar. O, very ill, Sir. 

Cart. Yes, I think fo ; but 'tis well you can fpeak 

There's no mnfick but in found, found it mud be. 
I have not wept thefe twenty yeers before, 
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And that I guefs was e're that Girl was bom : 
Yet now mettiinks, if I but knew the way, 
My heart's fo full, \ could weep night and day. 



EnUr Sir Arthur Clarington, Warbeck, Soinerton. 

Sir Art. Come, Gentlemen, we mull all help 1 
grace 
The nimble-footed youth of Eiimt»iton, 
That are fo kinde lo call us up to day 
With an high Morrice, 

iVari. I could wilh it for the bed, it were the 

word now, 

Abfurditie's in my opinion ever the bed Dancer io 

Morrice, 

Sorn. I could rather deep then fee 'em. 

Sir Art. Not well. Sir J 

Som. Faith not ever thus leaden ; yet I know no 

caufe for't. 
Warb. Now am I beyond mine own condition 

highly difpos'd to mirth. 
Sir Art. Well, you may yet have a Morrice to 
help both ; 
To flrike you in a dump, and make him merry. 

Mnter Ftdier and Morria; ali but Banks. 

Fidl. Come, will you fet your felves in Morrice- 
ray I the fore-Bell, fecond Bell, Tenor and Great Bell y 
Maid-marion for the fame Bell. But where's thq( 
Weather-cock now? the Hobby-horfel 

I. Is not Banks come yet) What a fpight 'tisi 

Sir Art. When fet you forward. Gentlemen ? 

1. We (lay but for the Hobby-horfe, Sir: all qui 
Footmen are ready. 

Som. 'Tis marvel your Horfe Ihould be behind* 
your Foot. 
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3. Yes, Sir : he goes further aboat : we can come 
in at the Wicket, but the broad Gate mud be opened 
for him. 

Enter Banks, Hobby-korfe and Dog. 

Sir Art. Oh. we flaid for you, Sir. 
Cloiv. Onely my Horfe wanted a Shooe, Sir : but 
we (hall make you amends eVe we part 
Sir Art. I % well faid, make 'em drink e're they 



Ent.fcrti. with beer. 

Clow. A bowl, I prithee, and a httle for my Horfe, 
he'll mount the better. Nay, give me, I muft drink 
to him, he'll not pledge elfe. Here Hobby. [J/otds 
Aim the bow/.] I pray you : Vo 1 not drink t 
You fee, Gentlemen, we can but bring our horfe 
to the Water; he may chufc whether he'll drink 
or no, 

Som. A good Moral made plain by Hidory. 

I. Strike up, Father Sawgut, (Irike up. 

/fctf. E'en when you will. Children. Now in the 
name of the befl foot forward. How now ? not a 
word in thy Gutst I think, Children, my Inilrument 
has caught cold on the fudden. 

Clow. My Ningle's knavery : black Tom'& doing. 

Omn. Why what mean you, Father Sati/gut'l 

C/cw. Why what would you have him do t You 
hear his Fiddle is fpeechlefs. 

J^t. I'll lay mine Ear to my Inftruraent. that my 
poor Fiddle is bewitch'd. I play'd The Flouiers in 
May, e'en now, as fweet as a Violet ; now 'twill not 
go againll the hair : you fee I can make no more 
Mufick then a Beetle of a Cow-turd. 

Clow. Let me fee, Father Sawgttt, fay, once you 
had a brave Hobby-horfe, that you were beholding 
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to, I'll play and dance too. Ningle, away with it. 

[Dogplays the Morrice,- which tnde^ 
enter a Conjlatle and Offuen. 

Omn. I marry, Sir ! 

Conjl Away with jollity, 'tis too fad an hour. 
Sir Arthur Claringten, your own afllflance. 
In the Kings Name, 1 charge, for apprehenfion 
Of thefe two Murderers, Warbeck and Somerton. 

Sir Art. Ha 1 flat Miutherers ? 

Som. Ha, ho, ha, this has awakened my melan< 
choly. 

Warb. And ftruck my mirth down Sat. Mup- 
therers? 

Cof^, The accufation is flat againd you, Geotle* 

Sir, you may be fatisfied with this. I hope 
You'll quietly obey my power : 
'Twill make your caufe the fairer. 

Am/10. Oh ! with all our hearts, Sir, 

Cline. There's my Rival taken up for Hang-man'» 
meat. Tom told me he was about a piece of Vil- 
lany. Mates and Morrice-men, you fee here's no 
longer piping, no longer dancing. This news of Mur* 
der has flain the Morrice. You that go the iooi-vay, 
fare ye well : I am for a Gallop. Come, Ji/in^ 



Fidl. \Strikes his FiddU\ I ) Nay and my Fid.^ 
die be come to himfelf again, I care not. I think 
the Devil has been abroad amongft us to day, I'll. 
keep thee out of thy fit now if I can. Exe. 

Sir Art. Thefe things are iuli of horror, full of 
pity. 
But if this time be conrtani to the proof. 
The guilt of both thefe Gentlemen I dare take 
Upon mine own danger ; yet howfoever. Sir, 
Your power muft be obey'd. 
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Warb. Oh moft willingly, Sir. 
Tis a moll fweet affliiHioo, 1 could nol meet 
A joy in the bell Ihape with belter will. 
Come, fear not, Sir ; nor Judge, nor Evidence, 
Can binde him o're, who's freed by confcicnce. 

Stm, Mine (lands fo upright to the middle Zone, 
II takes no (hadow to't, it goes alone. Exeitni. 



Act, IV. Scsn, I. 



d Banks, and two or three Country-men. 



0. Sank. A /T Y Horfe this morning runs moll 

IVJ^ pitioufly of the Glaunders, whofe 
nofe yeftemight was as clean as any Man's here now 
coining from the Barbers ; and this I'll take my 
death upon't is long of this Jadilh Witch, Mother 
Sawyer. 

1. I took tny Wife and a Servingman in our Town 
of Edmonton, ihrafhing in my Bam together, fuch 
Com as Country-Wenches carry to Market ; and exa- 
mining my Polecat why (he did fo, (he fwore in her 
confcience (lie was bewitch'd : and what Witch have 
we about us, but Mother Sawyer 1 

2. Rid the Town of her, elfe all our Wives will 
do nothing elfe but dance about other Country May- 
poles. 

3. Our Catlel fall, our Wives fall, our Daughters 
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fall, and Maid-fervants fall ; and we our felves (h: 
not be able to lUnd, if this Beafl be fnfTered to graze: 

amongd us. 

Enter W. Hamlac, with Thaleh and a Link. 

Hand. Bum the Witch, the Witch, the Witch, tl»- 
Witch. 

Omn. What haa got there I 

Homl. A handfu] of Thatch pluck'd oETa Hovel 
of hers ; and they fay, when 'tis fuming, if (he be 
Witch, (he'll come running in. 

O. Bank. Fire it, fire it : I'll (land between thee 
and home for any danger. 

As that burns, etiter the Wit(h. 

Sauy. Difeafes, Plagues ; die cuifc of an old W(^ 
man follow and fall upon you. 

Omn. Are you come, you old Trot 1 

0, Bank. You hot Whore, muft we fetch you 
fire in your tail 1 

1. This Thatch is as good as a Jury to prove l 
is a Witch. 

Omtt. Out Witch ; beat her, kick her, fet fire 
her. 

Sawy. Shall I be murthered by a bed of Serpents 
help, help ! 

Enter Sir Arthur Clarington, and a yujtia. 

Omn. Hang her, beat her, kill her. 

yiijl. How now 1 Forbear this violence. 

Sawy. A crew of Villains, a knot of bloody Hang 
men fet to torment me I know not why. 

yuji. Alas, neighbour Banks, are you a Rin^ 
leader in mifchief 1 Fie, to abufe an aged woman 1 

O. Bank. Woman % a She-hell-cat, a Witch ; I 

ive her one, we no fooner fet (ire on the Thatch « 

: Houfe, but in (he came tunning, as if the I 
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had fent her in a Barrel of Gunpowder ; which tiirk as 
fureiy proves her a Witch, as the Pox in a fnuffling 
nofe, is a fign a Man Is a Whore-made r. 

yujl. Come, come ; firing herThaich ? ridiculous : 
take hved Sirs what you do : unlefs your proofs come 
better arrn'd, indead of turning her into a Wiich, 
you'll prove your felves flarke Fools. 

Ontii, Fools 1 

yujl. Arrant Fools, 

O. Bank. Fray, Mr. Juflice what do you call 'era, 
hear mc but in one thing : This gnimbiing Devil 
owes me 1 know no good will ever fmce I fell out with 
faer. 

Sawy. And brakedfl my back with beating me. 

O. Bank. I'll break it worfe. 

Sawy. Will thou ) 

yuJI. You mul\ not threaten her : 'tia againjl 

O. Bank. So, Sir, ever fmce, having a Dun-Cow 
tied up in my Back-fide, let me go thither, or but 
call mine eye at her, and if 1 Ihould be hang*!! I 
cannot chufe, though it be ten times in an hour, but 
run to the Cow, and taking up her tail, kifa (faving 
your Worihip's Reverence) my Cow behinde ; That 
the whole Town of Edmonton has been ready to be- 
pife themfelves with laughing me to fcom. 

Th//. And this is long of herl 

O. Bank. Who the Devil elfe 1 for is any man 
fuch an Afs, to be fuch a Baby, if he were not be- 
witch'd I 

Sir Art. Nay, if (he be a Witch, and the harms 
Ihe does end in fuch (ports, (he may fcape burning. 

JuJL Go, go ; pray vex her not : (he is a SubjeO, 
and you mull not be Judges of the Law to llrike her 
as you pleafe. 

Onrn. No, no, we'll finde cudgel enough to llrike 
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Sawy, Rots and foul maladies eat up thee ani 
thine. 

yuft. Here's none now, Mother Sawye 
this Gentleman, my felf and you ; let us to fomv 
milde Queilions, have you milde Anfwers I Tell 
us honeHty, and with a free confeflion, (we'll do 
our befl. to wean you from it) are you a Witch, 
or not 

Sawy. 1 am none. 

Jujt. Be not fo furious. 

Sawy. I am none. None but bafe Curs fo baA 
at me. I am none. Or would I were : if every poor 
old Woman be trod on thus by flaves, revil'd, kick'd, 
beaten, as 1 am daily, Hie to be reveng'd had need 
turn Witch, 

Sir Art. And you to be reveng'd have fold youi 
Soul to th' Devil. 

Sawy, Keep thine own from him. 

jfujl. You are too fawcie, and too bilter. 

Sawy. Sawcie 1 by what commilTion can he fend 
my Soul on the Divel's Errand, more then I can hist 
is he a Landlord of my Soul, to thruil it when he lift 
out of door 1 

yii/l. Know whom you fpeak to. 

Sawy. A Man: perhaps, no Man. Men in gaj 
clothes, whofe Backs are laden with Titlei 
Honours, are within far more crooked then I an 
if 1 be a Witch, more Witch like. 

Sir Art. Y'are a bafe Hell-hound. And now 
Sir, let me tell you, Far and neer fhee's bniitec 
for a woman that maintains a Spirit that fucks her. 

Sawy. I defie thee. 

Sir Art. Go, go, I can, if need be, bring 
hundred voyces e'en here in Edmonton, that fliall lowd 
proclaim thee iat a fecret and pernicious Witch. 

Sawy. Ha, ha ! 
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Juji. Do you laugh I why laugh you 1 
Sau-y. At my name : the brave name this Kiiigiil 
gives me. Witch. 

yujl. Is the Name of Witch fo pleafing to thhie 

Sir Art. Pray, yir, give way, and let her Tongue 
gallop on. 

Sawy. A Witch ? who is not I 
Hold not th.-il univerfal Name in fcorne llien. 
What are your painted things in Princes Courts I 
Upon whofe Eye-lids Luft fits blowing fires 
To turn Mens Souls in fenfua! hot defires : 
Upon whofe naked Paps, a Leachers thought 
Afls Sin in fouler Ihapes then can be wrought 

ytifl. But thofe work not as you do, 

Saitfy. No, but lar worfe : 
Thete, by Inchantments, can whole Lordlhips change 
To Trunks of rich Attire : turn Ploughs and 

To Ftaiiilert Mares and Coaches ; and huge trains 

Of fcrvitors, to a Frmch Butter-Flie. 

Have you not City-witches who can turn 

Their husbands wares, whole /landing (liops of 

To fumptuous Tables, Gardens of floln (in J 
In one yeer walling, what fcarce twenty win. 
Are not thcfe Witches 1 

yiifl. Yes, yes. but the Law 
Cafls not an eye on thefe. 

Sawy. Why then on me, 
Or any lean old Beldame ? Reverence once 
Had wont to wait on age- Now an old woman 
ill-favour'd grown with yeers, if Ibc be poor, 
Mull be cali'd Bawd or Witch. Such fo abus'd 
Are the courfe Witches : t'other are the fine, 
Spun for the Devil's own wearing. 

Sir Art. And fo is thine. 

Sawy. She on whofe tongue a whirlwind fits to 
blow 
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n out of himfelf, from his foft pillow. 
To lean liis head on Rocks and fighting waves. 
Is not that Scold a Witch ) The Man of Law 
Whofe honeyed hopes the credulous Client draws, 
(As Bees by tinkUng Bafons) to fwarm to him, 
From his own Hive, to work the VVajt in his ; 
He is no Witch, not he. 

Sir Art. But tliefe Men-Witches 
Aie not in trading with Hells Merchandize, 
Like fuch as you are, that for a word, a look, 
Denial of a Coal of fire, kill Men, 
Children and Catiel. 

Sawy. Tell them, Sir, thai do fo : 
Am I accus'd for fuch an one t 

Sir Art. Yes, 'twili be fwom. 

Sawy. Dare any fwear I ever tempted Maiden 
With golden hooks flung at her chaftity, 
~ rae and lofe her honour 1 and being loll. 
To pay not a Denier for't ? Some (laves have done it 
Wen-witches can without the Fangs of Law, 

ing once one drop of blood, put counterfeit' 

Away for true Gold. 

Sir Art. By one thing (he fpeaks, 
I know now llie's a Witch, and dare n 
Hold conference with the Fury. 

yujl. Let's then away : 
Old woman, mend thy life, get home and pray. 
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Sawy. For his confufion. 



My dear Tom-boy welcome. 
I am torn in pieces by a pack of Curs 
Clap'd all upon me, and for want of thee : 
Comfort me : thou (tialt have the Teat ano 

Hog. Bough wough : I'll have it now. 

Sawy. I am dri'd up 
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With curfiDg and with madners ; and have yet 

No blood to moyften ihefe fweet lips of thine. 

Stand on thy hind-!egs up. Kifs me, my Tommy, 

And rub away fome wrinkles on my brow, 

By making my old ribs to fhnig for joy 

Of thy fine tricks. What haft thou done? Le 

tickle, , 

Haft ihou ftruck the horfe lame as I bid thee ? 

Dog. Yes, and nip'd Ihe fuckiug-childe. 

Sawy. Ho, ho, my dainty. 
My little PearL No Lady loves her Hound, 
Monkey, or Parakeet, as I do thee. 

Dog. The Maid has been churming Butter nil 
hours; but It (hall not come. 

Saivy. Let 'em eat Cheefe and choak. 

Dog. I had rare fport 
Among the Clowns i'th' Morrice. 

Sawy, I could dance 
Out of my skin to hear thee. But my Curl-pate, 
That Jade, that foul-tongu'd whore, Nan f ' " 
Who for a little Soap Uck'd by my Sow, 
Struck, and almoll had lam'd it; Did not I charge -■ 

thee. 
To pinch that Quean to th' heart 1 

Dog. Bough, wough, wough : Look here elfe. 

Enter Anne RatclitF mad. 

Raic. See, fee, fee; the Man i'th' Moon has 
built a new Windmill, and what running there's from 
all quarters of the City to learn the Art of Grinding ! 

Sawy. Ho, ho, ho ! I thank thee, my fweet Mun- 
grel. 

Rate. Hoyda I a-pox of the Devil's falfe Hopper ! 
all the golden Meal runs into the rich Knaves purfes, 
and the poor have nothing but Bran. Hey deny 
down I Are not you Mother Sawyer % 

Sawy. No, I am a Lawyer. 

Rate. Art thou ) I prithee let me fcratch thy 
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; for thy Pen has ilea'ci otF a great many mens 
skins. You'll have brave doings in the Vacation ; for 
Knaves and Fools aie at variance in every ViUagt 
I'll fue Mother Sawyer, and her own Sow lliall give in 
evidence againil her. 

Sawy, Touch her. 

Hate. Oh my Rjbs are made of a paynd Hofe, 
and they break. There's a Lancafliire Horn-pipe in 
my throat : hark how it tickles it, with Doodle, 
Doodle. Doodle, Doodle, Welcome Serjeants : wel- 
come Devd. Hands, hands; hold hands, and dance J 
a-round, a-rouiid, a-round- I 



Enter Old Banks, his Son the Clown. Old Ratcliff, 
Country-fellows. 

O. Rate. She's here ; alas, my poor wife is here. 

0. Bank. Catch her faft, and have her into fome 
clofe Chamber do, for ihe's as many Wives are, flaric 
mad. 

Clow. The witch, Modicr Smvyer, the witch, th© 
devil. {Car. ha- off,: 

O. Rate. O my dear Wife ! help, Sirs ! 

O. Bank. Yon fee your work, Mother Bumby. 

Saw. My work ) Ihould flie & all you here nia 
mad, is the work mine 1 

Clow. No, on my confcience, (he would not hurt 
a Devil of two yeers old. 

Enter Old Ratcliff, and the reJL 

How now t what's become of her 1 

O. Rate. Nothing : (he's become nothing, but the 
miferabie trunk of a wretched woman. We were idi 
her hands as Reeds in a mighty Tempeft : fpight ( 
our (Irengths, away Ihe brake; and nothing in be* 
mouth being heard, but the Devil, the Witch, t" 
Witch, the Devil ; llie beat out her own brains, sii< 
fo died. 
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Cbw. It's any Man's cafe, be he never fo wife, to 
die when his brains go a wool -gal hering, 

O. Banks. Maflers, be rui'd by me ; let's all to a 
Juflicc. Hag, thou hail done ihis, ami thou (halt 
anfwer it. 

Sawy. Banks, I defie thee. 

O. Bank. Get a Warrant firil to examine her, then 
(hip her to Neu'^aU: here's enough, if all her other 
vUlanies were pardon'd, to burn her for a Witch. You 
have a Spirit, ihey fay, comes 10 you in the likenefsof 
a Dog ; we fhall fee your Cur at one time or other : if 
we do, unlefs it be the Devil himfelf, he ihall go 
howling to the Goal in one chain, and thou in an- 
other. 

Sawy. Be hang'd thou in a third, and do thy 
worfl. 

Ciffto. How, Father! you fend the poor dumb 
thing howling to th' Goal ? He that makes him howl, 
makes me roar. 

O- Bank. Why, foolilh Boy, doft thou know hira 1 

C/wii'. No matter, if I do or not. He's baylahlu 1 
am furc by Law. But if the Dog's word will not be 
taken, mine Ihall. 

O. Bank. Thou Bayl for a Dogl 

Clou: Yes, or a Bitch either, beuig my Friend. 
ril lie by the heeis my felf, before Puppifon fliall : his 
Dog-days are not come yet, I hope. 

O. Bank. Wliat manner of Dog is it I dida ever 
fee him I 

Clmi'- Sec himi yes, and given him a bone t» 
gnaw twenty times. The Dog is no Court foylling 
Hound, that hlls his belly full by bate wagging his 
tayl ; neither is it a Citizens Water-Spaniel, enticing 
his Mailer to go a-ducking twice or thrice a week, 
whim his Wife makes Ducks and Drakes at home: 
this is no /lir/i-Garden Bandog neither, that keeps a 
Bough, wough, woughing, to have Butchers bring 
their Curs tliilher ; and when all comes to all, tliey 
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run anray like Sheep : neither is this the black Dog 
NeW'giUe. 

O. Bank. No, Good-man Son-fool, but the Dog 
Hell-gate. 

CioKi. I iay. Good-man Father-fool, it's a lye. 

OtttH. He's bewitch'd. 

'dim: A grofs lye as big as my felf The DevU tn 
Sl Dmflan's will as foon drink wilii (his poor Cur, as^ 
with any Temple Bar-Laundress, that waihes and 
wrings Lawyers. 

Dog^ £ough, wough, wough, wough. 

Omn. O the Dog's here, the Dog's here. 

O, Bank. It was the voice of a Dog. 

Clow. The voice of a Dogi if that vo 
a Dog's, what voice had my Mother t ( 
a Dog : bough, wough, wough : it was I that 
bark'd fo, Father, to make Cocks-combs of thele 
Clowns. 

O. Bank. However, well be Cocks-comb'd an 
longer : away therefore to th' Juftice for a Waiiant ; 
and then, Gammer Gttrtoii, have at your Needle < 
Witch-crafL 

Sawy. And prick thine own eyes out Go, peevift| 

Fools. £Et!j 

Clow. Ningle, you had like to have fpoyi'd i 
with your Boughings. I was glad to put 'em off with 
one of my Dog-tricks, on a fudden, I am bewitch'd, 
little Co(l-mc-noughl, to love thee- a Pox, that 
Morrice makes me fpil in thy mouth. I dare not 
(lay, Farewel, Ningle ; you whorefon Dogs-nof& 
Farewel Witch. ~ 

Dog. Bough, wough, wough, wough. 

Saivy. Minde him not, he's not worth thy wony* 
ing : run at a fairer Game : that fowl-inouth'd Knight, 
fcurvy Sir Arthur^ flie at him, my Tommy ; and pluck. 
out's throat. 

Dog. No, there a Dog already bi ting's 
fcience. 
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Sawy. That's a fure Blood-hound. Come, let's 
home and play. 
Our black work ended, we'll make holiday. Exeunt 



Enter K:itherme : a Bed thrujl forth, on it Frank 
in ajtumber. 

Kat. Brother, Brother ! So found afleep 1 that's 
well. 

Frank. No, not I, Sifter : he that's woundtd here, 
As I am ; (all my other hurts are bitings 
Of a poor flea) but he that here once bleeds, 
Is maim'd incurably. 

Kat. My good fweet Brother, 
(For now my Sifter muft grow up in you) 
Though her iofs ftrikes you through, and that I feel 
The blow as deep, I pray thee be not cruel 
To kill me loo, by feeing you cart away 
In your own helplefs forrow. Good Lovp, fit up : 
And if you can give Phyfick to your felf, 
I (hall be well. 

Frank. I'll do my beft. 

Kat. I thank you. What do you look about for! 

Frank. Nothing, nothing; but I was thinking, 
Sifter, 

Kat. Dear heart, what ? 

Fran. Who but a fool would thus be bound to 
a bed. 
Having this Room to walk in 1 

Kat. Why do you talk fo \ would you were fad 
adeep. 

Frank. No, no, I'm not idle ; 
But here's ray meaning : being rob'd as I am. 
Why fliguld my Soul, which married was to hers. 



L 
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Live in divorce, and not flie aftw her ) 

Wliy (liould not 1 walk hand in hand with death 

To finde my Love out ? 

Kai. That were well, indeed. 
Your tinie being come, when death is fent to call 

you, 
No doubt you (hall tneet her. 

Frank. Why Ihould not I go without calling t 
Kat, Yes, Brother, fo you might, were tiiere no 
place 
To go lo when y'are gone, but onely ihia. 
Frank. Troth, Sifler, thou fayrt true ; 
For when a man has been an hundred yeera. 
Hard travelling o're the tottering bridge of age, ■ 
He's not the thoufand part upon his way. 
All life is but a wandring to fmde home ; 
When we are gone, we are there. Happy were man. 
Could here his Voyage end ; he (hould not then 
Anfwer how well or ill he (leer'd his Soul, 
By Heaven's or by Hell's Compafs ; how he put in 
(Loofing bieis'd Goodnefs ihore) at fuch a fm ; 
Nor how life's dear provifion he has Ipent : 
Nor how far he in's Navigation went 
Beyond Commifiion. This were a fine Raigo, 
To do ill, and not hear of it again. 
Yet then were Man more wretched then a Bead ; 
For, Sifler our dead pay is fure the bed. 
Kat. 'Tis fo; the bed or wurd. .And I wifh 
Heaven 
To pay (and fo I know it will) that Traylor, 
That Devii Somerton (who flood in mine eye 
t)nce as an Angel) home lo his defervings. 
What Villain but himfelf, once loving me. 
With Warbeck's Sou! would pawn his own to Hell, 
To be revcng'd on my poor Sifter ) 

Frank. Slaves ! a pair of mercilefs Slaves 1 
Speak no more of them. 

Kate. I think this talking hurts you. 
Frank. Does me no good, I'm fure, 
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I pay for't cvcrywlKTc. 

Kat. I have done then. 
Elat, if you cannot fleep : you have thefe two days 
Not tailed any food, yane, is it ready ? 

Frank, What's ready ? what's ready 1 

Kat I have made ready a rofled Chicken for 
you. 
Sweet, wilt thou eat ? 

Frank. A pretty (lomach on a fudden — yes — 
There's one in the houfe can play upon a Lute : 
Good Girl, let's hear him too. 

Kat. You fliall dear Brother. Lute plays. 

Would I were a Mufician, you fliould hear 
How I would feafl your ear. 
Stay, mend your Pillow, and raife you higher. 

Frank. I am up too high : am I not, Sifter, now ; 

Kat. No, no ; 'tis well : fall to, fall to. A Knife : 
here's never a Knife, Brother, I'll look out yours. 

Enter Dog^ Jhrugging as it were for Joy ^ and dances. 

Frank. Sifter, O Sifter, I am ill upon a fudden ; 
and can eat nothing. 

Kai. In very deed you fliall. The want of Food 
makes you fo faint Ha i here's none in your pocket, 
ril go fetch a Knife. Exit. 

Frank. Will you % 'Tis well, all's well. 

\She gone^ he fearches firjl one^ then the other Pocket. 
Knife found. Dog runs off. He lies on one fide : 
the Spirit of Sufan his fecond Wife comes to the 
Beds- fide. He flares at it ; and turning to the 
other fide, ifs there too. In the mean iime^ Winni- 
fride as a Page comes in, flands at his Bedsfeet 
fadly ; he frighted^ fits upright. The Spirit 
vaniJJies. 

m 

Frank. What art thou ? 
Win. A loft Creature. 
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Frank. So am I too. Win t Ah. my She-Page I 

tW«, For your Take I put on a Ihape that's falfe; 
yet do I wear a heart tnie to you as your own. 

Frank. Would mine and thine were Fellows io 
one houfe. Kneel by me here: on this fide now' 
How dar'll lliou come to mock me on both fides O 
my bed 1 

Win. When 1 

Frafik. But jufl now : out-face me, flare upon n 
with (Irange poJlures : tum my Soul wilde by a &i 
in which were drawn a thoufatid Ghofts Icap'd Qewly 
from Iheir Graves, lo pluck me into a winding 
Sheet. 

Win. Beiieve it, I came no ncerer to you th( 
yon place, at your beds-feet ; and of the houfe b; 
leave, calling my felf your Horfe-boy, in to cotne, ai 
vifit my fick Mafler. 

Frank. Then 'twas my Fancy. Some Wind-ni 
in my brains for want of ileep. 

Win. Would I might never deep, fo you cov 
reft. 
Bui you have pluck'd a Thunder on your head, 
Whofe noife cannot ceafe fuddainly t why (hould yo 
Dance ai the wedding of a fecond wife 1 
When fcarce the Mufick which you heard at mine 
Had tane a farewel of you. O this was ill 1 
And they who thus can give both hands away, 
In th' end rtiall want their bed Limbs. 

Frank. Winnifride, tiie Chamber door fafl. I 

Win. Yes. 

Frank. Sit thee then down ; 
And when th'all heard me fpeak, melt into tears : 
Yet I lo fave thofe eyes of thine from weeping, 
Being to write a Story of us two. 
In (lead of Ink, dip'd my fad Pen in blood. 
When of thee I took leave, I went abroad. 
Onely for Pillage, as a Freebooter, 
What Gold foere I got. to make it thine. 
To pleafe a Father, 1 have Heaven difpleafd. 
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Striving to cafl. two wedding Rings in one, 
Through my bad workmanfhip I now have none. 
1 have lo(l her and thee. 

Witt. I know (he's dead : but you have me 
ftiU. 

Frank. Nay, her this hand murdered ; and io I 
lofe thee toa 

Win. Oh me ! 

Frank. Be quiet, for thou my evidence art, 
Jurie and Judge : fit quiet, and I'll tell all. 

As they whifper, enter at one end d ih' Stage Old 
Carter and Katharine, Dog ai tH ether, pawing 
fo/tiy at Frank. 

Kai. 1 have run madding up and down to find 
you, being laden with the heaviefl News that ever 
poor Daughter carried. 

Cart. Why ) is the Boy dead ) 

Kal. Dead, Sir ! O Father, we are cozen'd : yoa 
are told the Murtherer fings in Prifon, and he laugha 
here. 

This Villaine kil'd roy Sifter : fee elfe, fee,. 
A bloody Knife in's Pocket 

Cart. Blefs me, patience I 

Frank. The Knife, the Knife, the Knife ! 

Rat. What Knife) Exit Dog. 

Frank- To cut my Chicken up, my Chicken ; be 
you my Carver, Father. 

Cart. That I will. 

Kal. How the Devil fteeJs our brows after doing 
iUI 

Frank. My ftomack and my light are taken from 
me ; all is not well within me. 

Cart. I believe thee, Boy : I that have feen fo 
many Moons clap their Horns on other mens Fore- 
heads to (Irike them fick, yet mine to fcape, and be 
well I I that never cad away a Fee upon Urinals, but 
am as found as anhoneftmans Confcience whenhee's 
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dying, I (houid cry out as thou doil, All is not wel 
williin me, felt I but the Bag of thy impodhumes. 
poor Villaine ! Ah my wounded Rafcal ! all tny 
is, I have now fmall hope of thee. 

Frank. Do the Surgeons fay. My wounds are 
gerous then ) 

Cart. Yes, yes, and there's no way with Ihee bi 
one. 

Frank. Would he were here to open them. 

Cart. He go to fetch him : He make an holiday 1 
fee Ihee as I wifti. Exit to/etch 0/fixn 

Frank. A wondrous kinde old man. 

Win. Your fins the blacker, fo to abufe 
nefs. 
Matler, how ilo you) 

Frank. Pretty wel! now, boy : I have fuch 
qualms come crofs my Homack I lie fall too : 
cut me, 

Will, You have cut rae, I'm fure, s. Leg or Wis 
Sir. 

Frank. No, no, no : a Wing 1 would I had WiD 
but to foar up yon Tower : but here's a Clog tb 
hinders me. What's that t 

\F'alher with her in a Cofftn."] 

Cart. That t what t O now I fee her ; 'tis 
young Wench, my Daughter, Sirrah, fick to th 
death : and hearing thee to be an excellent Bafc 
for letting blood, (lie looks out at a Cafement, an 
crys, Help, help, (lay that man ; him I mufl. have, 
none. 

Frank. For pities fake, remove her : fee, (lie 
with one broad open eye dill in my face. 

Cart. Thou puttefl. both hers out, like a Villail 
as thou art ; yet fee, (he is willing to lend tht 
one sgaine to linde out the Murtherer, and that's tl 
felf. 

Frank. Old man, thou lieO, 
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Cart. So (halt thou i'th" Goal Run for Offi- 
cers. 

Kot. O thgu mercilefs Slave ! fhe was (though yet 
above ground) in her Grave 10 me, but thou hall torn 
it up againc. Mine eyes loo much drown'il, now 
muft feel more raine. 

Cart. Feich Officers. Exit. Katherim. 

Frank. For whom ? 

Carl. For ihee, firrah, firrah : Tome knives have 
foolilh Pofies upon them, but thine has a villanous 
one ; look. Oh ! it is enammeld with the Hean-Blood 
of thy liated ^Vife, my beloved Daughter, What faid 
thou 10 this evidence 1 is't not (harp) does't not 
flrike homel thou canfl not anfwer honeftly, and 
without a trembUng heart, to this one point, this terri- 
ble bloody poinL 

Win. I befeech you, Sir, ftrike him no more ; you 
fee he's dead already. 

Caul. O, Sir ! you held his Horfes, you are as 
arrant a Rogue as he : up, go you too. 

Frank. As y'are a man, throw not upon that 
Woman your loads of tyrannie, for fhe's innocent 

Cart, How i how ( a woman ? is't grown to a 
fafhion for won.cn in ail Countries to wear the 
Breeches ? 

Win. I am not as my difguife Qieaks me, Sir, 
his Page ; but his firil onely wife, his lawful wife. 

Cart. How \ how 1 more fire i'th' Bed-ftraw I 

Win. The wrongs which fingly fell on your Daugh- 



; are multipiyed ; Ihe loH a 
Husband and my felfe mull lofe, if joi 
Bar for what he has done. 

Cart. He has done it then ? 

Win. Yes. 'tis confeiTd to me. 

Frank. Dofl thou betray me I 

If^n. pardon me, dear heart I I . 
lofc thee, and know not what I fpeak ; but if thoi 
didfl, I mull arraigne this Father forU-o fins, Adul- 
tery and Murther. 



1 life, but I, I 
4 call him to a 



I mad to 
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Enter Katherine. 



KaL Sir, they are come. 

Carl. Arraigne me for what thou wilt, all Midillefex 
knows me better for an honell man, then the mid- 
dle of a Market place knows thee for an boneEl 
woman : rife, Sirrah, and don your Tacklings, rig,' 
your felf for the Gallows, or I'll cany thee thither 
on my back : your Trull fhalJ to th' Goa^ go with you \ 
there be as 6ne New-gate birds as (he, that can draw 
him in. Pox on's wounds. 

Frank. I have ferv'd thee, and ray wages now are 
paid. 
Yet my worfl puniftiment (hall, I hope, be llaid. 



Sawy. 



Act. V. ScEen. i. 



Enter Mother Sawyer aione. 

STill wrong'd by every Slavt 
a Dog 



Bark in his Dames defence 1 I am call'd Witch, 
Yet am my felf bewitched from doing harm. 
Have I given up my felf to thy black luil 
Thus to be fcorn'd I not fee me in three days ? 
I'm loft, without my Tomaltn : prithee come. 
Revenge to me is fweeter far then life ; 
Thou art my Raven, on whofe cole-blacit wings 
Revenge comes flying to me : O my bed love 1 
I am on fire, (even in the midft of Ice) 
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RaUng my blood up, tiil my (hnink knees feci 

Thy curl'd head leaning on them. Come then, my 

Darling, 
If in the Aire thou hover'ft, fall upon ine 
In fome dark Cloud ; and as I oft have feen 
Dragons and Serpents in ihe Klements, 
Appear thou now fo 10 roe. Art thou i'th' Sea I 
Muller up all the Monllers from the deep. 
And be the ugUell of them : fo that my bulch 
Shew but his fwarth cheek to me, let earth cleave, 
And break from Hell, I care not : could I run 
Like afwift Powder-Mine beneath the world, 
Up would I blow it, all to finde out thee, 
Though I lay ruin'd in it. Not yet come ! 
I mull then fail to my old Prayer : 
SanctibUdfr twmem tuum. 

Not yet come ! worrying of Wolves, biting of mad 
Dogs, the Manges and the 

Enter Dog. 

Voi;. How now 1 whom art thou curfingT 

Sawy. Thee. Ha ! No, 'tis my black Cur I am 
curfmg, for not attending on me. 

Dog. I am that Cur. 

Sawy. Thou lieft ; hence, come not nigh me. 

Deg. Baugh, waugh, 

Sawy. Why doll thou appear to me in white. 
As if thou wert the Ghoft of my dear love '( 

Dog. I am dogged, lift not to tell thee, yet to 
torment thee : my whitenefs puts thee in minde of 
thy winding Sheet. 

Sawy. Am I near death t 

D^. Yes, if the Dog of Hell be near thee. 
When the Devil comes to thee as a Lamb, have at 
thy Throat. 

Sauy. Off, Cur. 

Dog. He has the back of a Sheep, but the belly 
of an Otter : devours by Sea and Land. Why am I 
in white ? didll thou not pray to me ) 
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Sawy. Yes, thou diffembling Hell-hound : wh^ 
now in while more then at other times % 

Dog. Be blalled with the News; whitenel^ i 
daya Foot-boy, a forerunner to light, which (hcwi 
thy old rivel'd foce : Villaines are flrip't naked, the 
Witch mud be beaten out of her Cock-pit, 

Sawy. Mufl (he 1 Jhe fhall not ; thou art a lying 
Spirit : 
Why to mine eyes art thou a Flag of truce I 
1 am at peace with none \ 'tis the black colour 
Or none, which I fight under: I do not like 
Thy puritan -pale nefs : glowing Furnaces 
Are far more hot than they which flame out-right. 
If thou my old Dog art, go and bite fuch as 1 fliall 
fet thee on. 

Dog. I will not, 

Sawy. I'll fell my felf to twenty thoufand Fiend^ 
to have thee torn in pieces then. 

De^. Thou canil not : thou art fo ripe to fall it 
Hell, thai no more of my Kennel will fo much 
bark at iiim that hangs thee. 

Satvy. I Ihall run mad. 

Dog. Do fo, thy time is come, to curfe, and ravs 
and die. 
The Glafs of thy fins is full, and it mud run out i 
Gallows, 

Sawy. It cannot, ugly Cur, I'll confefs nothing ; 
And not confeding, who dare come and fwear 
I have bewitched thera t I'll not confefs odq 
mouthful. 

Dog. Chule, and be hang'd or bum'd, 

Sa7i'y. Spight of the Devil and thee. III muzztl 
up my Tongue from telling Tales. 

Dog. Spight of thee and the Devil, thon'lt bo 
condemn'd. 

Smj. Yes, when 1 

Dig. And ere tlie Executioner catch thee full il 
Claws, thou'lt confefs all. 

Sawy. Out Dog I 



Tlie Witch of Edmonton. 417 

Ih^. Out Witch ! Thy tiyal is at hand : 
Our prey being had, the Devil does laughing iland. 

The Dog yiands almf. Enter Old Banks, Ratdiff, 
attd Countrymen. 

0. Bank. She's here ; attach her : Witch, you muft 
go with us. 

Sawy. Whither \ to Hell I 

O. Bank. No, no, no, old Crone ; your Mittimus 
Ihall be made thither, but your own Jaylors fhall re- 
ceive you. Away with her. 

Savjy. My Tommie ! my fweel Tom-boy ! O thou 
Dog 1 doll thou now fly to thy Kennel and forfalce mc ? 
Plagues and Conivimplions Exeiint. 

Do^. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
Let not the World, Witches or Devils condemn ; 
They follow us, and then we follow them. 

[ Young Banks to the Dog. 

Clown. I would fain meet with mine Ingle once 
more; he has had a Cbw amongll 'um r my Rival 
that lov'd my Wench, is like to be hang'd like an 
innocent ; a kinde Cur, where he takes ; but where 
he takes not, a dogged Rafcall. I know the ViUaine 
loves me: no. \Barks\ Art thou there 1 that's 
Toms voice, but 'tis not he ; this is a Dog of another 
hair ; this 1 bark and not fpeak to me ? not Tom then : 
there's as much difference betwixt Tom and this, as 
betwixt white and black. 

Dog. Haft thou forgot me 1 

Ctown. That's Tom again: prithee Ningle fpeak, 
is thy name Tom 1 

Dog, Whilft I ferv'd my old Dame Sawyer, 'twas ; 
I'm gone from her now. 

Clotun. Gone I away with the Witch then too : 
fliee'll never thrive if thou leav'ft her ; Ihe knows no 
more how to kill a Cow, or a Horfe, or a Sow, with- 
out thee, then (he does to kill a Goofe. 
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No, Ihe has done killiag now, but muft bfl 
kill'd for what Ihe has done : (he's (horlly to t 
hang'd. 

Clown. Is (hcT in my confcience if (he be, 't 
thou hall brought her to the Gallows, Tom. 

Dog. Right : I ferv'd her to that purpofe, 'twam 
part of my Wages. 

Clown. This was no honefl Sen'anls part, by youE 
leave Tom ; this remember, I pray you, between yoil 
ani> I ; I entertain'd you ever as a Dog, not as s 
Devil. 

Tnie ; and fo I us'd thee doggedly, not 
divellilhly. 
I have deluded thee for fport to laugh at. 
The Wench thou feek'il afler, thou never fpaked with. 
But a Spirit in her form, habit and likeness. Ha, 
hal 

Cloum. I do not then wonder at the change of 
your garments, if you can enter into Ihapes of Womea 
too. 

Dog. Any (hape, to blind fuch fiUy eyes as thine 
but chieSy thofe courfe Creatures, Dog or Cat, Hare, 
Ferret, Frog, Toad. 

Cloum. Loufe or Flea 1 

Dog. Any poor Vermine. 

Clown. It (eems you Devils have poor thin fouU^ 
ihat you can bellow your felvcs in fucfi fmall bodies 
but pray you Tom, one quertion at parting, I think I 
fliail never fee you more ; where do you borrow ihoGig 
Bodies that are none of your osvn 1 the ga^neD^ 
fhajie you may hire at Brokers. 

Dog. Why wouldfl thou know lhat % fool, it avail 
thee not. 

Clown. Onely for my mindes fake. Torn, aad to 
tell lome of my Friends. 

Do^. ri! thus much tell thee; Thou never art f« 
diflant 
From an evil Spirit, but that thy Oaths, 
Curfes and Blafphemies pull him to thine Elbow : 
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Thoii never telfl a lie, but that a Devil 

Is within hearing it ; thy evil purpofes 

Are ever haunted ; but when they come to a6l, 

As thy Tongue (laundering, bearing falfe witnefs, 

Thy hand ftabbing, flealing, cozening, cheating. 

He's then within thee : thou play'fl, he bets upon thy 

part; 
Although thou lofe, yet he will gaine by thee. 

Clown. 1 1 then he comes in the fhape of a Rook. 

Dag. The old Cadaver of fome felfe-llrangted 
wretch 
Will fomelimes boirow, and appear humane 
The Carcafe of fome difeafe-llaiQ ftrumpet. 
We vamilh frelh, and wear as her firft Beauty. 
Didfl never hear 1 if not, it has been done. 
An hot luxurious Leacher in his Twines, 
When he has thought to clip his Dalliance, 
There has provirled been for his embrace 
A fine hot flaming Devil in her place. 

Clow. Yes, I am partly a witnefs to this, but I 
never could embrace her : I thank thee for that, Tom ; 
well, againe I thank thee, Tom, for all this counfel, 
without a Fee too ; there's few Lawyers of thy minde 
now i certainly Tom, I begin to pity thee. 

Dog. Pity me 1 for what 1 

Cliyiv. Were it not pofTible for thee to become an 
honeA Dog yetl 'tis a bafe life that you lead, Tom, to 
fcTve Witches, to kill innocent Chililren, to kill harm- 
lefs Cattle, to flroy Corn and Fruit, 6^c., 'twere better 
yet to be a Butcher, and kill for your felf. 

Dog. Why I thefe are al! my delights, my pleafures, 
fool. 

Clow. Or Tom, if you could give your minde to 
ducking, 1 know you can fwira, fetch and carry, fome 
Shop-keeper in London would take great delight in 
you, and be a tender mafler over you : or if you have 
a mind to the Game, either at Bull or Bear, I think I 
could prefer you to Mal-Culpurfe. 
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Ha, ha 1 I niould kill all ihe Game, BiilH- 
Bears, Dogs, and all, not a Cub to be left. 

Clow. You could do, Turn, but you mufl. play fair, 
you fliould be (lav'd off elfe ; or if your ftomach did 
better like to ferve in fome Noble Mans, Knights or 
Gentlemans Kitchin, if you could brook the wheel, 
and turn the fpit, your labour could not be much 
when ihey have Roll-meat, that's but once or twice ia 
the week at raoft, here you might lick your own Toes 
very well : Or if you could iranllate your felf into 
Ladies Arming-puppy, there you might lick fweet lips^ 
and do many pretty Offices ; but to creep under ^ 
old Witches Coats, and fuck like a great Puppy, Fie. 
upon't 1 I have heard beaftly things of you, Tom. 

Dog. Ha, ha ! The worle thou heardil of me, the 
better 'tis. 
Shall I ferve thee, Fool, at the felf-fame rale 1 

Clow. No, I'll fee thee hang'd, thou (halt be 
damn'd tirft ; I know thy qualities too well, lie give 
no fuck to fuch Whelps ; therefore henceforth I de&e 
thee ; out and avaunt. 

Dog. Nor will I ferve for fuch a filly Soul. 
I am for greatnefs now, corrupted greatnefs ; 
There I'll fliug in, and get a noble countenance 
Serve fome Briarean Footcloth-flrider, 
That has an hundred hands to catch at Bribes, 
But not a Fingers nayl of Charity. 
Such, like the Dragons Tayl, (hall pull down hun- 
dreds 
To drop and fmk with him : I'll (Iretch my fel^ 
And draw this Bulk fmall as a Silvcr-mre, 
Enter at the ieail pore Tobacco fume 
Can make a breach for: hence filty fool, 
I fcom to prey on fuch an Atome foul. 

Clow. Come out, come out, you Cur ; I will beat 
thee out of the bounds of Edmonton, and to 
we go in Proceffion, and after thou (hall never 
in againe ; if thou goell to London, I'll make thee 
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about by Tiburn, Healing in by Thceving Lane : if 
thou canfl rub thy Shoulder againft a Lawyers Gown, 
as thou paffeft by WeJlminJUr-}\aA, do ; if not, to the 
Stayers amongft the Bandogs, lake water, and the 
Devil go with thee. 

ExewU y. Banks, Dog barking. 

Enter Jullice, Sir Arthur, Warbeck, Carter, Kate. 

yujt. Sir Arthur, though the Bench hath mildly 
cenfur'd your Errours, yet you have indeed been the 
Inflniment that wrought all their mif-fortunes : -I 
would wifh you pay'd down your Fine fpeedily and 
wnUingly. 

Sir Art. I'll need no urging to it. 

Cart. If you fliould, 'twere a (hame to you ; for if 
I fliould (peak my confcience, you are worthier to be 
hang'd of the two, all things confidered ; and* now 
make what you can of it ; but I am glad thefe Gentle- 
men are freed, 
\ Wari. We knew our innocence. 

!Som. And therefore fear'd it not 
/Cat. But I am glad that I have you fafe. 
Aoi/e 7i'itfiin. 
■i y^Ji- How now ! what noyfe is that t 

Cart. Young Frank is going the wrong way : .^las, 
poor youth ! now 1 begin to pity him. 

Enter Y. Thorney and Holberli. Enter as to fee the 
Execution, O. Carter, O. Thomey, Katharine, 
Winnifride we/ping. 

O. T/ier. Here let our foirows wait him : to prefs 

The place of his fad death, fome apprehenfions 
May tempt our grief too much, al height already. 
Daughter, be comforted. 
Win. Comfort and I 
Are too far feparated to be joyn'd 



w 



Tlte Witch of Edmonton. 

But in eternity. I Ibare too much of him thaA 
going thither. 
Cart. Poor woman, 'twas not thy fault : I grievi 
to fee 
Thee weep for him that hath my pity too. 

Win. My fault was luft, my punifhment ' 
fhame; 
Yet I am happy that my foul is free 
Both from confent, fore-knowledge, and intent 
Of any Murther, but of mine own Honour. 
Reftor'd again by a fair fatisfaiflion, 
And fince not to be wounded. 

O. Tkor. Daughter, grieve not for what neceffi^ 
forceth ; rather refolve to conquer it with patience. 
Alas, file laints ! 

Win. My griefes are ilrong upon me : my weak- 

nefs fcarce can bear them. 
Within. Away with her I hang her, Witch i 

Enter Savvyer to Exeaition, Officers with Holberls. 
amntry-pcopie. 

Cart. The Witch, that inftrument of mifchief! dtd 
not fhe witch the Devil into my Son-in-law, when he 
kill'd my poor Daughter t do you hear. Mother 
Sa-wyer 1 

Sawy. What would you havel cannot a poor old 
woman have your leave to die without veKation % 

Cart. Did not you bewitch Frank to kill his wife t 
he could never have don't without the Devil. 

Sawy. Who doubts it ) but is every Devil mine t 
Would I had one now whom I might command 
To tear you all in pieces : Tom would have don't be- 
fore he left me. 

Cart. Thou did'ft bewitch Anne RcUdiff to kiffi 
her felf. 

Sawy. Churl, thou ly'fl; I never did her hurt: 
would you were all as neer your ends as I am, that' 
^ave evidence againtl me for it. 
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Counlr. ril be fwom, Mr. Carter, (he bewitched 
Gammer Wtijftbmuls Sow, to caft her Pigs a day 
before fhe would have farried ; yet they were fent up 
to London, and fold for as good Wejlmitijlcr Uog-Pigs, 
al Bartholomfw Fair, as ever great belly'd Ale-wife 
longed for. 

Saioy. Thefe Dogs will mad me ; I was weH 
refolv'd 
To die in my repentance ; though 'tis true, 
I would live longer if I might : yet fince 
I cannot, pray torment me not ; my confeience 
la fetled as it fhall be : all take heed 
How they believe the Devil, al lad hee'l cheat 
you. 

Cart. Th'adft bed confefs all truly. 

Sawy. Yet again? 
Have I fcarce breath enough to fay my Prayers \ 
And would you force me to fpcnd that in bawling \ 
Bear witnefs, I repent all former evil ; 
There is no damned Conjurer Uke the Devil. 

Omn. Away with her, away ! 



O. TAor. Here's the fad objea which I yet rauft 

With hope of comfort, if a repentant end 
Make him more happy then mif-fotiuiie would 
Suffer him here to be. 

frank. Good Sirs, turn from me ; 
' You will revive afflidtion almoll kill'd 
With my continual forrow. 

O. Thor. frank, Frank ! 
Would I had funk in mine own wants, or died 
But one bare minute ere thy fault was aiSled. 

Frank. To look upon your forrows, executes me 
before my Execution. 
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Win. Let me pray you, Sir. 

Frank. Thou much wrong'd woman, I mufl. figh 
for thee, 
As he that's onely loath to leave the World, 
For that he leaves thee in it unprovided, 
Unfriended ; and for me to beg a pity 
From any man to thee when 1 am gone, 
Is more then I can hope ; nor to fay truth, 
Have 1 deferv'd it : but there is a payment 
Belongs to goodnefs from the great Excheqi 
Above ; it will not fail thee, Winnifride 
Be that thy comfort 

0. Thor. Let it be thine too. 
Untimely lod young man. 

Frank. He is not loft. 
Who bears his peace within him : had I fpun 
My Web of life out at full length, and dream'' 
Away my many years in lulls, in furfeits, 
Murthers of Reputations, gallant fins 
Commended or approv'd ; then though I had, 
Died eafily, as great and rich men do, 
Upon my own Bed, not compell'd by Juflice, 
You might have moum'd for me indeed ; my mifenea 
Had been as everlafting, as remedilefs : 
But now the Law hath not arraign'd, condemn'd 
With greater rigour my unhappy Faiit, 
Then I my felf have every little fin 
My memory can reckon from my Child hood : 
A Court hath been kept here, where I am found 
Guilty ; the difference is, my imparlial Judge 
Is much more gracious then my Faults 
Are monftrous to be nam'd ; yet they are mon- 
flroud. 

O. Tlwr. Here's comfort in this penitence. 

Win. It fpeaks 
How truly you are reconcil'd, and quickens 
My dying comfort, that was neer expiring 
With my laft breath : now this Repentance makes 
thee 
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As white as innocence; and my firft fin with thee, 

Since which I knew none hke it, by my forroiv, 

Is clearly cancell'd : might our Souls together 

Climb to the height of ihcir eternity, 

And there enjoy what earth denied us, Happinefs ; 

But frare I niuil lurvive, and be the monument 

Of thy lov'd memory, I will preferve it 

With a Religious care, and pay thy athes 

A Widows duty, calling thai end bell. 

Which though it (lain the name, makes the foul bled. 

Frank. Give me thy hand, poor woman ; do not 
weep: 
FareweL Thou doft forgive me 1 

Win. 'Tis my part 
To life that Language. 

Frank. Oh that my Example 
Might teach the World hereafter what a curfe 
Hangs on their heads, who rather chufe to many 
A goodly Portion, then a Dowr of Vertues ! 
Are you there, Gentlemen ) there is not one 
Amongft you whom I have not wrong'd ; you mofl ; 
I rob'd you of a Daughter ; but fhe is 
In Heaven ; and I iiiufl fuffer for it willingly. 

Cart. I, !, fhe's in Heaven, and I am glad to fee 
Thee fo well prepared to follow her : 
I forgive thee with all my heart ; if thou 
Had'ft not had ill counfel, thou would'ft not have 
Done as thou didfl ; the more Ihame for them. 

Som. Spare your excufe to me, I do conceive 
What you would fpeak : I would you could as eafily 
Make fatisfaiflion to the Law, as to my wrongs. 
I am forry for you. 

Warb. And fo am I, and heartily forgive you, 

Kate. I will pray for you, for her fake, who, I am 
fure, did love you dearly. 

Sir Art. Let us part friendly too : I am afliam'd 
of my part in thy wrongs, 

Frank. You are all merciful, and fend me to my 
Grave in peace. Sir Arthur, Heavens Ceod you a 
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new heart. Laflly to you, Sir ; anO though I haV 
deferv'd not lo be calVd your Son, yet give me leal 
upon my knees, to beg a blefling. 

O. Thor. Take it : let me wet thy Cheeks < 
the laft 
Tears my griefs have left me. O Frank, . 

Frank. Lei me befeech you. Gentlemen, to 
Comfort my o\A Father ; keep him with yee ; 
Love this didrefled Widow ; and as often 
As you remember what a gracelefs man 
I was, remember likewife that thefe are 
Both free, both worthy of a better Fate, 
Then fuch a Son or Husband as I have been. 
All help me with your prayers. On, on, 'tis juil 
That Law Ihould purge the guilt of blood and lull. i5Jcfl 

Cart. Go thy ways : I did not think to have (hi 
one tear for thee, but thou hafl made me water n 
plants fpight of my heart. M, T/iomey, chear u^ 
man ; whiUl I can (land by you, you (hall not v 
help to keep you from falling. We have lolV ( 
Children both on's the wrong way, but we canoo 
help it : better or worfe, 'tis now as 'tis. 

0. Thor. I thank you. Sir ; you are more kit 
then I have caufe to hope or look for. 

Cart. Mr, Semerton^ is Kate yours or no? 

Sotn. We are agreed. 

Kat. And, but my Faith is pafl'd, I fhould fear 
be married. Husbands are fo cruelly unkind : exculQ 
me that I am thus troubled. 

Som. Thou (halt have no caufe. 

Cart. Take comfort Millris Winnifride. 
Arthur, 
For his abufe to you, and to your Husband, 
Is by the Bench enjoyn'd to pay you down 
A thoufand Marks, 

Sir Art. Which I will (oon difcharge. 

Win. Sir, 'tis too great a fum to be imploy'd U] 
my Funeral. 
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Cart, Come, come, if luck had feiVd, Sir Arthur^ 
and eveiy man had his due, fomebody might have 
tottered ere this, without paying Fines : like it as you 
lift. Come to me Winntfride^ (halt be welcome : 
make much of her, Kate^ I charge you : I do not 
think but (he*s a good Wench, and hath had wrong as 
well as we. So let's every man home to Edmonton 
with heavy hearts, yet as merry as we can, though not 
as we would. 

yujl, Joyn Friends in forrow ; make of all the 
beft: 
Harms paft may be lamented, not redreft. Exeunt. 




EPILOGUE. 



IV/ri. T /}m a WidmJIiii, and mujl not fori 
A ftcond choice, without a good report ; 
Which though feme Widows finde, and few deferve. 
Yet I dare not prefume, but will not fwerve 
From modefi hopes. All noble tongues are free; 
The geiitle may f peak one kinde word for me. 

PHEN. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Page i. 

The yirgit Martir. 

Of ihia tragedy there are four editions in quarto (1633, 1631, 

1G51, umI 1661) ; the lad of which is infinitely the worft. The 

plot is fountled on the tenth anii loft general perfecution of the 

Chriflians. which broke out in the Dineleenth year of Diociefian'ti 

reign, with a fury hardly to Ijc eiprefied ; the Chridians being 

eveiywhere, without diflinflion of fez, age, or condition, drugged 

to execution, and fubjefled to the moil eiquifite torments that 

lag^ cnidty, and hatred could fuggeft. 

Page 8. 

So wdl lialkfi^ hU maiJtH/word. 

A curious coincidence of expreflion with Shakefpeare 

(Hen. IV.) : 

" Come, brother John, full bravely baft thou flelh'd 
Thy moideii fword." 

Serui your fair diUtg^kri. 
Ciffotd fui^efts that we ihould read " fend for your fair 

In all grima'Hg Emfires 
Ev'n cnulty is Hfifult : 
There is aii allufioti to Virgil in the opening of this 



R« dura, el novitos rcgni me talia cogunt 
Moliri, ic. 

And rail Aim af Ms viHory, us lumli Perfeus 

Did greal JEtbHSmo. 

It a fnid Ihnt Ferfens fent lo delire Paulus i^milius n 

eihibit him as a fpe^de to the Romans, and to fpirc him t 

indignity o( being led in triumph, jl^milius ' replied coldlu 

" " me is in his own power : he ta 

Page 15. 
Fair Venas/oH, drawf-irlh a Uadm dart. 
The idea of this double cfiWl is from Ovid ;- 

Filius huic Veneris ; Figat tuus omnia, Fhcebe 
Te meus arcus ail :— Pamafli conftitit arcc, 
Eque fagilUferu promlll duo leia pharetro 
Divcrforum openim : fugat hoc, facit illud arnorem. 
Quod Tacit, aumtum efl, et cufpide ful^l acuta ; 
Quod Hi^t, obtufum dl, et habet Tub arundine pluo 

Mel. lib. I, 470. 
Pace 18. 

Was a/mofl dead wifAfiar. 
The reading of the firft qnarto is dmd, which may perhaps b 
genuine word. The fable is from the Greek. In a precedim 
line there is an allufion lo the proverb, Froiul a yevt, fed pi 
afidmi«. 

Pace 2a 

aiid wHt HOl tail 
A CoBtmers pla<t upon tket. 
From the Lalb : He fii mihi Mar. 

Gladft than in/uch/carn ? 
Theophilus, who t» teprefentcd as a furious zealot For pi 
itm, is mortified « the indifference with which Macrinns ti 
the happinelf he had wilhed him by his god. Mr, Monck li 



reads, "Gaddeft thou in fach fcom?" He may be Tight; fcr 
Macrinus is evidently oniious to pafs on : the reading of the 
text, bovevcr, is that of all the oid copiet. 

nu Mncrinus 

Tht time a, upon ■wkuk love trrands run 

Mr. Honck Mafon reads "line" inAcad ai lime. The ajlafion 

IS to the mde fire-works of our ancdlors. Gilford had altered 

■he word lo ' > twine " before he fnw Monck Mafon's emends- 

/i. 

Ta pafh your Gods in paces. 

This word is uTcd again in the fourth aifl. It is now obfolete, ' 

which is 10 be r^etted, as we have none that cin adeciualely 

fupply its place. Perhaps the latell inflance of its ufe in a propn 

fenfe i» in the followinE palTage of Dtydoi : — 

" Thy cunning engines have with labour ralfed 
My heavy anger, like a mighty weight, 
To fall and /0/4 thee." 

Pack 31. 
AnJarm, owing Citfana. 
CifTord reads " awing." 

Page 34. 

Sirra, bandog, 
Will lAou in pieces tear our Jupiter, S:e. 
A bandog, as the name imports, was a dog fo ftecce as to 
Tcqiure to be chained up. Bandogs are frequently mentioned by 
our old writers (indeed the word occurs three times in this play), 
and always with a reference to their favage nature. If the terra 
was appropriated to a fpecies, it probably meant a large dog, of 
the maAiff kind, which, though no longer met with here, ii ftUl 
common in many parts of Germany : it was familiar to Snyders, 
and is found in moll of his hunting- pieces. 

In this country (he bandog was kept to boil bear; ; and with 
the decline of bear-baiting, probably, the animal fell into difnfe, 
as he was too ferocious for any domedic purpofe. (See alfo The 
Wilih of Edmunlon, pp. 40J, 4JI.) 




Page 49. 
// it the ancientft ^adliag; da not fear him. 
So all the old copies : but Monck Malbn, and iCter \ 
GifTord, read ".patienl'ft." 

Page 55. 
And le btnr moniy lo a fort ef ro^ua. 
i. e. fet, parcel, lot. The word occHrs fo frequently in I 
ritecs that it is unnecenarytogivcinyexsiiii 



Tenfeir 
of it. 



lb. 



ht/ori tkatptcvijh Lady 
Had lo dd imlk yim. 
" Peevidi ' a/oeli/k. Thus, in Tic Merry WitKj ej 
Mra. Quickly fays of her fdbw-feivani : " His worft Wt is 
he is given to prayer ; he is fojnelhingjMra^ that way." 
was Biillaken in fuppofing this lo be one of Dame Quickl/E bll 
dew, and that Qib meant to fay precife. Again, in GaJ't Reun 
agaia/i AduUiry \ " Albemare kept a man-fool of fome fo 
years old in his houfe, who indeed was fo naturally /en^ as 1 
Milan, hardly Italy, could match him for fimplicity." 

Page 61. 

Irm/ure, »c. 

Monck Mafon, and after him Gilford, read ' ' To treafmc," a 

remove the note of Interrogation at the end of the feeond lin& 

Page 61. 

yrm hilierls 
HaveJUll had goodntfs fpar'd within yonr ga 



Let not that ot 






Sparred is/hut up, cnclo/cd. But the word eri in the laft I 
fuggefts "fphered" as the more appropiiale and probably 
corredl reading. This emendation was fuggelled by Ho 
Mafon and adapted by Giffoid. 

Pace 65. 
Ano. They art ceme./ir, at your cail. 
GifTord oHigns Ihis fpeccb to MactinuL 




Pack 69. 
if [-.oeteto heat a buck, J Kan ftrila no haii/ti. 
To buck is lo wsOi dolhts by laying them on a fmouih pt.ink 
or flavK, itntl beating them with a pole Battened al the iiAa. 

Page 71. 

Ciipiil eace aiare iaIA ikaag'd hiijkaflt inM death. 

And killi injlead ef gtviHg life. 
This ii a bcflutiful allufion 10 it little poem nmong the Elsies 
of Secundus [lib. iL Elc^. 6). Cupid and Death unite in the 
deftruAion of a luver, and in endeavouring to recover theit 
weapons from the body of ihe viflira, commii a mutual miflake, 
each plucking out the (hafts of the other. 

Page 73. 

yvHrfaitCdHtfperian Orehardi: 
7Tu CBldenjTHit keft by ihe wakkjvl Dragen, 
tyMick did require Hercules I9 fel it. 
See ManinEer's£iH^or^(Ar£o/» (163a), a<5l iv, fc. a:— 
" Thofe golden apples in the Hefperian orchards 
So ftrongly gunriied by the watDhfu! dragon, 
- As they required great Hercules to get them." 

At a luriou! Painter 
When lit lu! made feme admirable piae. 
Inllcfld tA admirable, the later quartos have "honourable," 
and even Gilford has overlooked tiie Ime reading of the iTrll 
edition in this pafTage. 

Pace 80. 
He^s at Barli-break, and the Ijjl enifde are <ima in hell. 
To the amvifemenl of hatliy-brtak allofionH occur repeatedly in 
our old writers. (See Dekker's Hotieft Whore, vuL ii. p. 85, 
374.) This celebrated paftime was played by Hi people (three 
of each fex) who were coupled by lot. A piece of ground was 
then choren, and divided into thiec compart meiits, of which the 




middle one was called hell. It was Ihe objeft of the 
condemned lo ihis diviriim lo calch the others, nbo ad 
Trom tbc two extremities ; in which caTc a change of fituati( 
took place, and hell was filled by Ihe couple who were excladi 
by preoccupation from the other places. In this catching hot 
ever, iheie was fome difficulty, as !)y the rcgulaiionc of t 
game, the middle couple U'Cte not lo leparate before they h 
fucceeded, while the others might break hands whenever th 
round themfdves hard-prelTed. When all had been taken 
lum, the lift couple was faid to be " ia hell," and the gpi 

Page 84. 

Ep. This kappy maUh, tc 
Gilford adigns this fpcech to Max-iminus. It is, he lays, e 
dent that the King of Epire eanno; be the fpeaket. 

Pace 113. 

The name beftowed upon this pageiuit, as U remotlced 
Malcolm {Larulinmnt Ko/h'wum, vol. il), "is a quibtde up 
the nnnic of the mayor, Campbell, reveifed into ibe 
wordb ieie!/ or itau-cAamp, a beautiful field or countiy ; to whidi 
were invited, and hither came, Titan, Flors, Ceres, Pomona, Ve^. 
and Ellas, from their blifsful fields, to ride through the diitf 
(Ireets, and a crowd who knew them not." From an ens 
lion of the books of the Ironmongers' Company, he adds, 
fum paid for ibefe pageants, including every expenfe, wasjf 181V 
The fea-lion and eftridge were preferved, and placed in Ihe hdl 
(of the company}, and thirly-two trumpeters were employed." 

In Strype's Stow we are told that Sir James Campbell t 
fon of Sir Thomas Campbell, ironmonger, who was mayor 
1609, to whom Dekker alludes in the dedication to the pngeMit 
here reprinted, and who was himTelf "foo to Robert CampbdL 
of Fulfam, in Norfolk," 

A copy of this rare pageant, with two leaves in nianuTcript 
Ihe handwriting of Mr. Khodes, was fold with ihe reft of ' 
library, April, 1825 ; this copy is now in the poIfclTion of 1 
Payne Collier, A pcrfedl copy is in the library of the Duke 
Devonlhire. 
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It (hould be mfnlbned IhM iwo-ihirds of the originaJ title- 
page is occupied by a large woodcut of Ihe ironmongers' srms, 
which have fo encroached upon ihe aCaaX {puce, that no imprint 
appears in cither of the copies above alluded lo. 

Fagb ii8, 

Sr. Joka Shaw. 
Lord Mayor in 1501. 

Pace 120. 

the iMde hoan has tuficd up his vine. 

An nllufion to Ihe famous thirty years' war at this time raging 
on the continent of Europe. It had commenced in I619, when 
Frederick, the EIe<5tor Palatine, who married the daughter of 
James the Firft, accepted the crown of Bohemia. The war was 
confidered as a religious one — a llruggle between Catholic and 
Prolellant interetls, and was always warmly aiul favourably 
advocated in this country, many high-fpirited young Englifh- 
men going to fight ill their own expenfe in the caufe of Ihe 
Ele<5lor and his wife, who was known as the " Queen of hearts," 
from her engaging manners, 

Dekker's fimilc is obtained from Pfalm Uxx., verfes 8 and 
■3 i the vine is the church, or the true faith ; Ihe wild boar its 

ihe Fretich Cempany. 
According to Lewis Roberts' Mirchanft Map of Cemmtrct, 
1638, this company traded to France with cloths, kerfcys, and 
bays of EngliHi manufaiflure, and galls, lltks, and cottons, from 
Turkey ; their imports being buckrams, canvas, cards, glafs, 
grain, linens, fat:, claret, and white wines, wood, oils, almonds, 
pepper, with fome fdk ftuffs, and fome other petty maaulactares. 
It was ao inngnilicant commercial intercouife, and the company 
does not appeal to have been incorporated, 

!i. 

Ihii Lyon t^hich is cut out of wood to the lift). 

This notice, and that an the Tame page of the " cftciilge cut 
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out of limber to (he life," are ihe nnly ones I remember to have 
mcl with of wooden carved ngures ufed in Ihe pageants ; bat 
Gerard ChrifUnas, who was employed in Ibe connmifUon of thii 
year's pageonls, was an adept in that ait, and it is very likelf i 

that ibcfc figures frequently rc-nppearcd in other years. 

Pace ija. 
thunder nnii ligklning. 

Thcfe words (how that Tome Rtlention to theatrical cfledx wa 
occafioniilly indulged in. 

fpamnobih In tloult Pan'i/hoonr. 

The modem wny of fpelling the name dill given lo thefb nail 

li/f^rakla. Dckker has here given us the true etymology 

ihe name appear<i lo have been derived from Ihcir refemblonco 

to the fharp bill of the fparrow. 

n. 

a goldtn handle makef<.T my Tflfis/an. 
The ladies' feather fens at this period fretjuenlly had Ii«itdlta 
of the mod codly Ttiod, as ihofe who have vililed the Exhibiti 
or Funs at South Kenfitiglon will remember. In Ihe notes 
ihe Aferry Wk-a n/ Wiuit/or, in Ihe variorum edition, will be 
found much iidbrmation on this fubjecii and fome (iw ongn 
of codly fan handles. Steevens tayi, "mention is made in iheT 
Syiimy Paptri of B fiin prefented to Queen Eliiabetli, 
hnndle of which was ftudded with diamonds." 



1 Ihe laft line but three, flioidd mod probably bs 



PAne 117. 
( ill your /nil gloria. 



In the oiiginal it is '■ Ctmd ii 
evidently wrong. 
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Gerard Chrifmas. 

In Walpole's Anxdelcs of PaiHting (Dallaway's edition), the 
befl account of this artift occurs. Speaking of Bernnrd Janfen, 
who built the greater part of Northumberland Houfe, he fnys : — 
" Bciore the portnl of that palace was altered by the prefent 
Earl, there was, in a fiicie near the top, in large capitals, C. K^, 
an enigma long ineipltcahle to nntiquaries. Venue found that 
al the period when the houTe was built lived Chrirmas, an archi- 
(eifl and carver of reputation, who gave the defign of Alderigate, 
and cut the l>as.reiief on it of James the Firil on horfebock, and 
thence concluded that thofe letters figniiied Chrifmas yEi/iJkm'il. 
Janfen probably built the houfe, which was of brick, and the 
frontirpiece, which was of (lone, was (inifhed by Chrifmas. " In 
a note is added : — "It may be prefumed that Gerard Chrifmas 
was as much fculptoi as arcliite^ and, like Nicholas Stooc, was 
equally employed in either art. The front of Northamplon 
Houfe (as it was called when tird built by Henry HowiLtd, Ear! 
of Northamploo, io 1614), was profufely ornamented with rich 
fcrolls of architectural carving, and with an open parapet, 
worked out with letters and other devices." 

Brayley {Lendiniana, vol. ii. p. 177) fays; — "The entrance 
gateway (till exhibits the original work of Gerard Chrillmas, 
and is a curious example of his lime." 

He was very frequently employed by the city in the conftruc- 
don of their yearly pageants, and is always lughly complimented 
by the poets who invented them. A* he was undoubtedly a man 
of much ability, it is (air to infer that the city were indebted to 
him for great improvements in their Ihows, as is more particu- 
larly pointed out by Dekker this year. His fons fuccceded him 
in bis office, which he appears to have held until his death with 
all due honour. He died in 1635, as appears fi-om Heywood's 
pamphlet defcribing the great (liip built at Woolwich. 

Page 133. 

LoDowicK Carle'lu 

Loilowick Carlell was hiiufelf a dramatift of no inconfiderable 

vierit. A lid of his plays and fome account of his life may tie 

found in Langbaine, Gildon, Gibber, and the other dramatic 

bioeraphers. 



Pace aii. 

And all my Piniloes, and PirolUlJoes. 

i.t. proliolily "pualoi and punlilios." Suchnmillakewasvefj 

e»fy in printing from i manufcript. The Hoflds in T%r Merry 

Wh-a ef Wind/or, nnd Mercutio '\n Ramco and yiilidhaCa nfe 

puHtg us a lerm in fencing. 

my fmoahc gxei. 
Out at my iiUhe« chimnty, not my raft. 
So in the Scornful Lady of Bcauimml and Fletcher : 
" You keep your chimniea fmoking there, ysur noflTSs." 

Pace 214. 
Gcmnooy, 

Page 325. 

£y lajiin^ 'fll'y ^iialrr. 
Thin WIS the phraTe in ufe for finding out dirorders by tl 
intpeflion of urine : it occurs again in Att 3. See Maebilh : 
'■ Iflhou couldil, Do^or. <aft 
Thi tialrr of my land, find het difeafe." 
And Titc Furilan, Adl iv. fc I, "There's phyficiaoi cnoudil 1 
til ere \.o ca/l hii taater," 

Page 230. 

If,fw:kafca ff Ir^Ma. 
In alt probibility borrowed from Hamltts famous foliloquy. 

Page 131. 

Commend me ta this Angelica. 
The Angelica here alluded lo, is Ihe renomicd princeTs oT I 
Cathay, whofe beauty is celebrated in the poems of Boiardo wad J 
Ariofto. She is Called by Milton " the faireft of her fex ;" 
th<^ enamoured Vanni compares Alphonfini to her ou tliir I 
aicouoL 
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Page 236. 
Iknimi ell, hut play on tune: lam tto Barbtr. 
Bu-bera, ia our aullior's lime, were fuppofed lo be univeriaJlj 
able to play on the lute or citlem. 

Pace 142. 

Fmt cut itK cocifcombi. 
" Cut i' the coxcomb," and "cut i' [he Lict" were commun 
pbrafes when rpeaking of one drunk. 

Face 255. 

any man thai has a laoit, 
Stigniatically drawne, ii-ti lo ajuria. 
i.t. niisfliapcn, deformed. la Ihetliird part of King Henty Vt. 
the Queen colls Kichard 

" A foul raisfhapen^lpmfl/tf, 
Mark'd by the deflmies to be avoided." 
And in the Cotaah afErrari, Adriuna fays : 

" He is deformed, crooked, old, nnd fere, 
lU-fac'd, worfe body'd, Ihapelefs every where ; 
Vicious, ungentle, foolini, blunt, unkittd, 
StigmatUal in maiing, worfe in mind." 

Page 267. 

A menlk lAal tali up gaaius, liimiiUli aid htfi. 
One that milli BiUs, l/ades/mofki andjhirts togdlur 
To linncH elo/i ttdalUry, and vpon them 
Stnrwes iavtndiT, fojh-on^y, that tki trwiuri 
Dare aacr/nuil Ihem a/ler; hte's a iroaier. 
This afibrds an enplanntion of » paffagc in Mnffinger's play, 
A New Way W pay Old Debts :— 

" Ozrr. I lent you 
A thoufimd pounds : put me in good fecurily 
And fuddenly by mortgage, or by ftatule 
Of fome ol your new poffeffians, or I'll have you 
Dragg'd in your lavender n^a to the gaol." 
The leim denotes that bis robes were redeemed from a paini- 




i^ may bf fir-d. 
•- oBliifted Willi tlie venereal .tifeafe, which w 
11 buming direafc 

Pare ^75. 

What/ayes my mefl miA^-hanAeA /iurU Loify. 

A molft hand in a woman is fuppofed 10 iwliolc •) iBxariom 

lempenunent So in Olhrllo: 

" This hand is mtifi, mjt lady 1 
This ar^ei rruilfuinefs and liberal heart-' 
And ID Amany and CUapatra : 
" iriui mlyfalm be nol a Iniitful progndlicalion 

Page 277. 

Bui not uali tit manner my Lady. 
A thief who is taken with the (lolcn goods about his pcrfoa fa 
in law, raid to be " inkea with the manDcr," and is not bulable j 
Vanni'a iiilenlion was evident, bnt the fafl was 



Page 179. 

Hfe'lf frave a lujlit Latrence. 

This wontd a]i]iear lo linve been a well-known ilcnominalkis 

on thefe occafions. It is found m The Captain and Tamtr Thmtd- 

of Beaumont and Fletcher. 

Pai:b 38$. 
/ kitffoi yimr Amri it up, li<f yvir tiiKi il<mme. 
So Sbakcfpenre in Richard II. :— 

" Up, coulin, up ; your heart is up, 1 know 
Thus high at teaft itlthough your knee he IqkV 

Page 289. 
7i lii Rigit Honarekli Tkomas Wriathcfliy, EofU < 



Thomas, fourth Earl of Soulhamptan, rucceeclcd his ftthe 




Henry, third carl, the frioid ajid patron of Shnkefpcare, in 1624, 
and died in 1667. He was emineiit for his lacc virtues ; more 
eminent for Ihofe of his daughter, the admirable Lady Rachel 
RulTell. If more l>e wnnting to his fame, it may be added thai 
he enjoyed the friendfhip and merited the praifc of the Earl of 
Clarendon. 

pAoe 290. 
ThcefAUus Bird. 
lillle more is known of Bird than what is totd by the author 
of the HiHoria HiHrionka, that "he was one of the eminent 
aflprs at the Cockpit tiefote the war?." He probably played in 
Tlic Lady's Trial by Ford, to which, as alfolo Dtkker and Ford's 
Wiick of EdmoitloH, he wrote a Prologue ; and he is known to 
have taken a part in fevend of Beaomon! and Flelchei's pieces. 
Jn 1647, wheh the fuccefs of the Puritans had enabled them to 
clofe the theatres and confign the great ai£lors of that period lo 
hopeJefa poverty, he joined with Lowin, Taylor, and others, in 
bringing out a folio edition of Seaumont and Fletcher. 



Atidraa rcnntycukke. 

Andrew Penney cui eke was olfo an ac^orof fome celebrity. He 

is entitled to our gratitude for having refcued not only this, and 

(lerhaps the following draiDO, but alfo Maflinger's admirable 

caxaeAy ai Tkt Cilji Mjdam from what he calls "the teeth of 



Page 299. 

So the word was ufually w 



Paoe 30Q. 

Farewdl 153S, 1 might have /aid five Ihsu/anil. 

See Nota and Queries (3td S. XL., June 15, 1867, p. 476}. 



Tace 301. 

TTtt infiufHte of /Ay pmntrfatt dreams. 
Giflbrd conridered this an evideni milprint for "beuns.' 
which word, he, and Mr. Dycc after him, have fubAitutcd in thf 
lexL 

To grant -.ahal en Ihau faill for. 
Gifford Rnd Dyce read " fueft." 

Pack 30a. 
Wf mufi dtfidul and liav avihile eur \'p)\e 
"The Tphere,' fays Gifford, " in which Ihe 'lord of light 
appcBred, was probably a creaking Ihront which overiooLed 
the curtain at Ihe back of the (lage; from this he defcended 
to the raifed plalfurm. Befides his robe, fiai 
fyrofo, his folar majefty was diftinEuilheil by a tiara, or rayed 
coronet; but this is no fubjeft for light mernmcnL Whatevcs 
Yia ^^fit might be, hii addrefs to the audience of the Cockpit 
is graceFul, elegant, and poetical. I believe it to be the com- 
position of Dekker." 

Page 304. 
H-Tial bird fo fing!,yil fo does -wail, &e 
This is ■ variation of the beautiful fong of Trico in Lyl/s Alex- 
ander and Campafpe, which runs as follows : -~ 
" What bird fo (ings, yet fo does wail? 

O, 'tis the ravifh'd lughtirgnlc. 

'Jus. i"e. i"B. jog. Tcren," Ihe cries. 

And ftill her woes ai midnight rife. 

Brave prick-fong I who is'l now we hear? 

None but the lark, fo (hrill and clear ; 

How at heaven's gates the claps her wing^ - 

The mom not waking till (he lings. 

Hark, hark, with what a pretty throat 

Poor Robin Redbreail tunes his note j 

Hark how Ihe jolly cuckoos Ting 

• Cuckoo r to welcome in the fpring." 



Firr/heoliiig glaines at htr, 
Mr. Dyce reads " glances," which Is in all probobllltf 

lb. 
FoL. WhtU Urd/ 
Sol. a Rmg-I^l. 
So in (he quirto ; buL doubtlefs Humoar nllcs the qudlicn and 
Folly makes the reply. 

Pace 308. 

a S|)anilh pike. 

i.r, a needle. Our beft fword-blades, fcinbcs, nadUs, &C., 

were in the poet's days imported from Spain. Thus Greene: 

*' He fihe lailocj had no bther weapon but a plain Spanifh 

needle," 4c 




V/hal's ha thai looks fo fmickly? 
i.e., fo finuolly, fo effaimaUly, Fotd has llie word in Famfi 
Memorial: 

"he forfook 
Tixjmkktr ufe of court humanily." 

Pace 310. 

not a Lark that calls 

ne mertiitig up.Jhall build an any turf, tc 

" I attribute," fays GiUord, "without any Icruple, all thefe 

incidental glimpfes of rural nature to Dekker. Ford, rarely, if 

evei, indulges in them. The lark is juftly a great favourite with 

our old poets." 

lakl this and travd, tell Ihi world. 
GiUord and Dyce read, " travel through the world." 



r/ir.E 311. 
^n.i ill Iht muHe Orpheus Jhall fit nnd :M,-fi. 
Qy ? mui^. The previous S]>eech of HuBtatir b hopelellly 
corrupl. 

Page 317. 

If eotrfor th( Spring yoH do hulfish, 

I lake my Mis. 

i.e, fly away, — an aJIullon to raJconry. Before the hawk 

thrown off the fifl, a light (Irap of leather, gamilhed with bdl^, 

was hucliled ruunJ her leg, by which the courfe of her etnlto 

flight WHS difcovered. 

'Ji. 

IVillyoH be merry Ikaa, ani/Jawfand. 

Gifford reads "jocund;" and fu^elU "joyfome" as a^ 

allemalivK reading nearer the found of the word in the old text 

Page 318. 

//-.ami liie a pantpet'd jade of Afia, and drop titt a Co^ttM 
«acf Africa- 

ThU bombnR is from Marloive. and has run the gtuinUet 
through every dramatic writer from Shakefpeare to Dekker. The 
eebmil of Africa is lefs famOiur [o us ; literally it memu a loiBft 
nuE \ but we know of no fruit with that fpecific name. 

Pake 321. 
Hf. He is vex- d to fee 
Thai preud fiar fMnt near you, at witoft rifing, Ac 
Gifford afligns this Speech to Delight. The quantity of tha 
fecond line may be fet right by the iufertion of "fo'" after the 

he fb^ from Ikem fuckfiore 
0/light, IhCjAoiK more irigkt then fix t^tre. 
Gifford reads '*ot lights, ^cnioae :" themiftakc, he 



was occafioncd by IransfenirE ihe i from ihe preceding word lo 
thnt which immeiiialel)' followi it. 

Page 326. 

tfili wAal an carHeJint/i he Compile* 
Mi. Dyce icndi " compliments." 

Page 328. 

Tkefe are the Plans vjhkk vu/ois la hiai. 
Ami ye weiir no baio, &c. 
Weber tcaii.s " And jrf iw wear bo bays," " I think," says 
Giflbrd, " this belongs lo Raybright, who, on liearing Autumn 
exprds his devotion lo the Stin, obferves Ihnt he docs not wear 
Ibe iulgfiia of that deity, ' And yet ye wear,' 4c ; lo which ihc 
other replies with a boall of his attachment lo Bacchus, *our 
cups are only,' He I have, however, made no change in Ihe 
former arrangement of the lew." Nor did Mr. Dytc deem it 
advifable to do fu. 

li. 
Wliofi livery, all our peofli kerfaboul 
An eall'd in. 
There is very lillle "doubt we fiiould read "elad" hcte inftcad 
of caltd. 

Page 333. 

Vi'hUe TBI enjoy Ihe bUffinss B/our/nle: 
"Here," fays Ciffotd, "the (ourlh a£t probably ended in 
the lirft Iketch of this drama, k, what follows feems merely pre- 
|iaralory to the introduiflion of Raybright b a charadler which 
could not have originally been in the writer's coniemplotion. 
James 1. dicil not many months after the firil appearance of The 
Shh's Darling; and I can think of no more probable caufe for 
the inferllon oi Ms pur/mteiti fanntu than a defire in the mana- 
gen lo gratify the common feeling, by paying foraecxlraordiuary 
compliment lo ihc youthful monarch, his fucceflbr. On the fcore 
of poetry, the fpeeches of Winter ore entitled to praife ; but 
ibey grievoufly offend on the fide of propriety, and bear no reU- 




a Ihe previous Inngoage and condufl of Riy> 
brighL Bui Ihc readers of our ancient drama mull be preptutd. 
for inconfiftencies of this kind, and be as indulecnt lo the 
poQible, in conrideration of the many excellencies by which thcj 
•re almofl invariably redeemed." 

Page 334. 
IViai Aich murmuriiigi deti yaur gall briit^JbrtA. 
GiCTon], foUowing Weber, reads " full en mannnrinp^" and 
adds " What ihe genuine word was, it is noi eafy to fay : the 
former edition reads '/ulltn, ' lo which I have no other objection 
than that the disfatiffaAion of the clowns is loud and violent. 
With R different pointing, Ihe old text might (land." 

Pacs 337. 
and Tiailffieted Pratt 
Datt£i liii a Fmrie through his realmi. 
This, as well as feveral other exprelTions in this elegani 
" Bugury" is taken from the beautiful addtefs to Elizabeth, t( 
Jonaon'a Epilogue to £t/ay Man uul aJAis Humour j 
" The throat of War be (lopp'd within her land, 
And tHTile-f ootid Piaei datiti fairy-riags 



About her ci 



rt," &c. 



Tofal Iht iufalfmm my crilled sb'n ; 
"This word," fays Gifford, "is familiar to me, ll 
give no example of iL In Devonthire, where Ford mull have g 
often heard it, it means that roughening, Ihrivelling efleA of I 
fevere cold upon the skin known in other counties by ihe m 
of s^'f'-jltjh." 

Pace 338. 
The rau matcK i twins at o<Kf, piltir and flta/urr. 
Between this line and that which follows in the text fomething j 
is evidently loft. 






341. 



his father nu thinks /hmlJ bt one oftht Dunce-table. 
An inferior lable provided in fome inns of court, it is faid, for 
the poorer or duller ftudenis. — Cifemirei. Probably alfo u play 
on the word Dunjiable {vide iu/ri, p. 44S). 

Page 345. 
Tit IVitek of Edmenlon : a inmi/H hiit Slery Cempofid into a 
Thigi- Camafy By divers weU-tftermtd Poett ; WUliatn 
R<ml^, Thomas Dtkker, John Ford, <W. 

This iragi-comedy, thougli not publilbe<) till 1658, appears lo 
have been bronghl on the ftage in 1613. There is a mde wooden 
cnt on the original title, with a portrait of the witch, Mother 
Sawyer, — her familiar, a blank dog — and Cuddy Bank^ the 
clown of the piece, in the water. That no doubts might arife of 
the likenefTes, the portraits ore refpciflively authenticated by their 
proper namei 

In the title-page of this drama the name of Dekkcr is placed 
between thofe of his coadjutors, Rowley and Ford. It feems to 
have been a trick of the trade, in their didrels, to accumulate a 
onmber of names in the title-page, to catch as many readers as 
pollible ; and Rowley's was defervedly a very marketable Dame. 
Not content with the trio, they add an "&c" With thefe we 
need not meddle, and we may venture to difmifs Rowley with 
the allowance of on occafional patfoge, fince the drama feems 
Burly to divide itfelf between lie other two, whofc ftyle is well 
nndeiflood, and here llrongly marked. 

Page 347. 

W.Mago \^ „ _ 

W. HomtucX f^ ConHfry-n,m. 

• probably the 



Pagb 353- 

Frank, 1 wUl ht a friend, and fuch a friend. 
In the original quarto, the firfl a is wanting. Gilford and 
Dycc infcrt "thy" in brackets. 



p 
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Pack 354. 

^^^ Sut U'/iat u llial to fail. 

CtfTord and Dyce read " Bui vtisix is Iberc to 1 
Page 355. 
J/iii/ Hd my Laundrcfs 
CiZ'cn amy leyour immaiieratt vjaftc ef Virtm. 

For huiiiire/s Mr. Dyce fnggells we fhould rend "lewdnef* ;" 
u in Ihc linli nifl (p. 422) WinnifFede fpcaks of her "tttll." 
" The ' laundtefs" and the ' imnKxletale wafte of virtue' of Sit 
Arthur," fays GifTord, "are either tiagnients of loft lines, or 
lidiculoiu [oriuptions of the original." LaundrcfTes may have 
fometiiiict hod their office to perform in luch cafei, but the ' 
" wftfte" they had to denl with was of a. dilTerenl defoiptiot 
It is curious that the word is u(ed correflly in a Uler paffage of ■ 
tlie fame play (page 406): " any Temple Bar Laundr^s, that 
woflies and wrings Lawyers. " 

Paoe 356. 

Thirrfrazi i>.j'ij-r old Cloyfl.r. 
GilTord would read "cold." 

FAr.E 364. 
/om/toinlJunflalile. 
i. c, blunt and honefl. 

Pace 365. 

/« vniH htflia, viho/f defliiiy /mr/Mts him. 

"Thiu far," fays Gifford, "the hand of Ford is viCbJe in' i 

eveiy line. Of the nifl which follows, much may be fet dowtt'H 

wiihom hefitadon to the credit of Dckkcr." 

li. 

FoT^pakstAeir CaUU. 

A very common Icrni Sot baiiitch. Thus Burton : — *'TTtey are 1 

fui dy /or/fiiiini, or bewitched. " — Anatemy of MclaHthofy. And J 

JonCon, in the Slafit e/Neim • — " Pray God fome on ua b« not') 

a loileh, Esflipi Vijer/peai: the matter thus." 



led (roin Eaflcheap to Fini-flccM-Mll, oppofile the MoDument. 

Page 374, 
ni ga Ilea- to ntait at Englcl tl/i. 
Ginbrd and Dycc read " to make a taglcl." 

Pace 37S. 

SJu'll btef ajurrr compa/s. 

The melaplior is Hill Trom archery. Arrows (hot compafs- 

vire — Ihit is, with a certain clevalion—wcrc generally coDridered 

lU going more fteadily to the nurk. 

Page 377. 
hi tky chaJU brill. 

The brenk in the line probaMy indjcatps that the comporitot 
eouhl not make out the word in the muiufcripL " The floiid 
Mid overftrained nature of Frank's language," Tayl Giffiird, 
" which is evidently alTumed, to difguife his teal Teelings, is well 
controlled with the pure and afTedliuaatc fimpUcity of Su£ui. If 
Ihi-i part of the afl be given to Dekker (»s I believe it niuft be), 
it reReiflx great credit on his tafte and jtidgTnent ; for rarely fluU 
we find a fcene more tenderly and skilfully wroughL" 

Page 383. 

if ever mt ie married, UJhali it at Barking- Church. 
Barking Church stood »\ the bottom of Seething- lone. It was 
deftroyed In thegreat lire of 1666. 

Park 387. 
So»it door I think it ttms. 
i. t. dar, a cockdiafcr or beetle. 



d 



Page 404. 

Oh my Rihi an madt of a paynd Hofc, and they briak. 

PaHid heft were compofed of stripes (punelsj oT diflerent 

coloured cloth or fluff, occafionally intcnnixfd with (trips of filk 






velvet flitclied togelher, and therefore liable to briak, o 



lb. 



You fie your work, Motiier Bumby. 
Farmer Banks is very famiUar with the names of onr old 
plays, Mother Bomhii is the title of one of Lyly's comedies, of 
which (he is the heroine ; as is Gammer Gurloit (as he aJls the 
wilch below) of the rorciciil dmma which lakes its name from 
her and her needle. 

Pace 405. 
this u no Paris'Cardeo Bandog taitker, 
A fierce kind of maftiff kepi to bait bears. Fara-gardtM, 
where Ihefe bnilal fports were regularly eihibiled, WW filuiited 
on the Bankfidc in Southwark, dofe 10 the Globe Theatre, lb 
that there was a deleiflable comniunian of amafements. 
Jonfon adverts lo this with great bittemefs. 'r\ic garden is faid 
to have hail its name from one De Paris, who built a hooTe ihere 
in the reign Ol Richajd II. 

PaGS 406. 

neither ii this Ihe Mack Dog of Newgate. 

There is a traft, in profe and verfe, attributed lo Luke Hitton, 

entitled Tke Blaik Dpg of f/eaigaie: and we learn from Hen. 

(lowe's Diary ihal there was a play by llathway, Day, Smilh, 

&c., with the fame title. 

fo Ikal my bulch 
^KiB iHl his fwarlh cheek to mi. 
Literally, a calf ; fomclimes nfed, as here, for an eKpreffion ( 
kindnefs ; birt generally indicative of familiarity and contempt. 



PaGB 420v 

Stniefame Briarean YotAddOx-firidcr. 
Footclolhs were the ornamental houfines or trappings flung 
aver the puis of (lute-horfes. On thefe ihc great lawyers then 
rode to Weftminller-ball, and, as our authors intimate, the great 
courtiers to St. James's. The allufion lo "the Dragons Tayl," 
in the fevetith line of the fpeech, is to Revelation, xil 4. 
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